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Written by Mr. FARQUH AR, 


1 


Fade, ſed incultus, mo decet evil ſh, 
Ovid. Triſt. El. 15 


DUBLIN: 


Printed by S. POWELL, for GBoxcꝝ RIS 
and WILLIAM SmITH, Bookſellers in 
Dame s. ſtreet, M DCC XXVII. 


By 7, H. ſpoken by Mr. Powell; a Servant 
attending with a Bottle of Wine. 


S ſtubborn Atheiſts, who diſdain to pray, 
Repent, tho late, upon their dying Day; 

So in their Pangs, moſt Authors rack'd with Fears, 
Implore your Mercy in our ſupplant Pray vs. 
But our new Author has no Cauſe maintain d, 
Let him not loſe what he has never gain d, 
Love and a Bottle are his peaceful Arms, - | 
Ladies and Gallants, have not theſe ſome Charms? 
For Love, all Mankind to the Pair muſt-[ue: 


And, Sirs, the Bottle he preſents to you. 


Health to the Play, (drinks) een let it fairly paſs, 

Sure none ſit here that will refuſe their Glaſs | 

O there's a damning Soldier ——let me think—— | 
Helooks as he were ſworn —— to what? To drink. (drinks. 
Come on then; Foot to Foot be boldly ſet, | 
And our young Author's new Commiſſion wet. 

He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 

From you the Poet's Helicon muſt come; 

If he has any Foes, to make amends, | 


* 


He gives his Service (drinks) ſure you now are Friends 
No Critiok here will he provoke to fight, 
The Day be theirs, he only begs his Night. 


Pray pledge him now, ſecur d from all Abuſe, 
Then name the Health youlove, let none refuſe, 


But each Man's Miſtreſs be the Poets Muſe. | 
A 2 Dra- 


Roebuck.” An i 5h Getleman, of wd roving Temper 


newly come to London. 


— 


Mock mode. A young n. come newly from the Uni- 
verſity, 3 up for a Beau. 


 Lyrick. A Poet. 

Pamphlet. A Bookſeller. 
Rigadoon. A Dancing -Maſter. 
Nimblewriſt. A Fencing-Maſter. 
Club. Servant to Mac made. 
Bruſb. Servant to Lovewell. 


WO M E N. 


Zucinda. A Lady of conſiderable Fortune. | 
Leanthe. Siſter to Lovewell, in love with Roebuck, and 
 difguis'd as Lacinda's Page. 


Trudge. Whore to Roebuck. 
Bulfinch. Landlady to Mockmode, Lyrick, and Trudge. 
Pindreſs. Attendant and Confident to Lucinda. 


Bailiffs, Beggar 5 Porter 5 Maſques, Attendants. 


SNR. LONDON. 


Lavewelt, His Friend, © ſober and modeſt in bre vi - 


Enter Rocbucks in a Riding Habit Solus e 10 en 


* c E N E, Li alu li vibe 


lowing Line. 

A Us ar our Arms have with Surceſi been crown 1 
——Heroically ſpoken, faith, of a Fellow that has 
not one Farthing in his Pocket. If I have ne 
penn to ny a Halter — in my preſent Neceſſity, may *"Y 
be 3 tho'-'m reduc'd to 2 7 — of obtaining 
one methe dcn very ſoon, if Robbery or Theft — 

chaſe the Gallows. But hold —can't Lrob * 

by burn turning Soldier? Y 

Enter a Cripple begging. . © 22 

Fa 2 One Farthing to the poor old Soldier fox the Lord's "0 
e. 

| Roeb. Ha! — a Glimpſe ob Damnation juſt asa Man is 
entring into Sin, is no great Policy of the mann; 
how long did you bear Arms, Friend? | 5 

Crip. Five Years, an' t pleaſe you, Sir. | 


a And how long has that honourab.c Crutch = 
pa . o. 


4 
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bw? 
* 


"oi een. 3 
Koeb. Very pretty! 


agel Ants Hellright! An Age of Dananation, for- 


2 momentary Offence. Thy Condition, Fellow, ig pre- 


ferable to mine; 5 Bullet, more kindthanthy 
ungrateful Country ven thee a Debenture ia th 
broken Leg. men arg ou canſt draw a more plentiful. 
Maintenance than I from all my Limbs in Perfection. Pri- 
* . why woud'ſt thou beg « of _ ?" Dot think = 
am rich? 


rip. No, Sir, and Werere believe n charitable | 
Your warm Fellows are as much above the Senſe of our 
by ad that they can'tpity us; and I have always found it, 
Experience, as needleſs to beg of a rich Man as a 

man. Our greateſt Benefactors, the brave Officers, 


disbanded, and muſt now turn Beggars like my ſelf; 
wt ſo, Times are very hard, Sir. 


. What! Are the Soldiers more charitable than the 


Clergy? 
Crip. Ay, Sir, a Captain will ſay dam me, and give me 


: Six-pence 3 anda Parſon ſhall whine out God bleis me; and 


give me nota Farthing : Now Ithinkthe Officer's _ 
much the beſt. 
Roeb. Are the Beau's never compaſſionate? 


Crip. The great full Wigs they wear ſtop their Ears ſo. 


deb, that they can t hear us; and if they ſnou d, they ne- 
ver haye any Farthings about em. 


Roeb. Then I am a Beau, Friend; therefore pray leave 


me. Begging from agenerous Soul that has not to beſtow, 
is more tormenting than Robbery to a Miſer in his Abun- 
dance. Prithee, Friend, be thou charitable for once; I 
beg only the Favour which rich-Friends beſtew, alittle 
Advice 1 am as poor as thou art, and am deſigning to turn 
ier. 

Crxip. No, no, Sir. See what an honourable Poſt Iam 
force d to ſtand to, my Rags are Scare-crows ſufficient to 

frighten any one from the Ficld; rather turn Bird of Prey 
at home. | Shewing his Crutch. 

Reb. Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its Pimps 
of the poorer ſort, as well as of the Wealthy. rink 
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Leg is a hard 


fall to his ſhare very ſoon ; for lm inclinable to marry . 


_ thought he mimick d Foppery ſaaukwardly, that his Im- + 
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Eriend, Pn. 47” lt a ee 
that a Man muſt never expect to go 
nearer Heav'n than ſome ſteps of a Ladder, But tis una- 
voidable; 1 have my Wants to lead, and the Devil to drive; 
2 I can't meet my Friend Lovewell (which I think 
ible, being ſo great a Stranger in Town) Fortune 
thou haſt done thy worſt; 1 proclaim open War againſt: 
thee 


*.-4 


Cl ſtab the next rich Darlag that I ſee; 
And billing him, be thus reveng don thee. . 


[Goes to the back part of the Stage, as into the walks; ; 
making ſome turns crofs the Stage i in Di order, while. 


2 the next ſpeak. | Exit Beggar. 


Enter LucindaavdPindreſs;. _ ' 
„ Oh! theſe Summer = 
Pindeſs it does me good to be abroad 8 5 
* Pin. Ay, eee _ Summer Moraings As- 
nt to young Folks, as the Winter Ni — 
ple, — your Mo of Beauty to Mir. Lowewell DUR 
Luc. I'm violently Evening of. mare rh 


I ſhall ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pindreſs. 
Pin. Then it muſt be fi Moanwith your Ladyſhip- But 
why won d Nou chuſc to mary in Sammer; Madam? 
Luc. I know no Cauſe, but that People are apteſt carun 
mad in hot Weather, unleſs you take: A Woman 5 n 


3 What's that, ae 0 aud, 
uc. Why, Iam weary. lyi chokes; 29 
Pin. Oh dear Madam! Lying A. isvery dangerousy,- 
"la apy th breetlirgmge Drcamas, - $4 


Luc. I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night, of my Courtier 
thatis to be, Squire Mockmode..- He appeared crowdedas - 
bout with a Dancing-Maſter, Puſhing-Maſter; Mufick © 
Maſter; and all the Throng 'of Beau-makers; and me 


tation was downright burleſquing it. I burſt out a 1 
ing ſo heartily, that l avvaken d = y ſelf, 


Tin. But Dreams go by — Madam. Hare not 
3 yet? Lac, 
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Luc Noz but my | Uncle's Litter. gives Account that 
- he's s newly come to Town from the-Univerlity, where his 
Education could reach no farther than to. guzzle fat Ale, 
„ N ache Logick Faugh — it makes 
me fic 

Pin. But he's s very rich, Madam; his Conderns j join to. 
yours in the Country. 

Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never join to mine in the 
City: For ſince ] have the Diſpoſal of my own Fortune, 
Lovewell's the Man for my Mony: 

Pin. Ay, and for my Mony: for I've had above twenty 
Pieces from him ſince his Courtſhip began. Heis the prer- 
tieſt ſober Gentleman; Lhave ſa ſtrong an Opinion of his 
5 y, that I'm afraid, Madam, your firſt Child will be a 

Luc. Oh God forbid? 3 Lawyerunderſtands Bu-- 

ſineſs better than to beget any thing non compos The 
Walks fill apace; the Enemy approaches, we muſt ſet out 
aur falſe Colours. { Puts on their Mass. 

Pin. We Masks are — ae how: 
would you like to cruiſe about a little?ʒ·! | 

Lac. Well enaugh had we no Enemies but our ;Fops and 
Gits: But I dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, the Officers, 
who after a Broad-fide of Damme'sand Sinkme's, are for 

ing all Masks they meet as law ful Prize. 
Pin. In Truth, Madam, and the moſt of chem are law 


ful Prizes, for. they g neee n 


. Oh hideous! ! O'my Conlcience, Girl, thou'rt | 
Ned. An ABreſwuponthe Stage would mach _—_— Ex- | 


: Fin. 42. Madam, and your Lad ſhip: wou'd ſeem to 
bluſh in the Box, whenthe Redneſs of your Face proceeded 
trom nothing but the Conſtraint of holding your Laughter. 
Didnꝭt you me for not putting a ſtronger Lace in youn 
Stays, vrhen you had broke one as ſtrong as a hempen Cord 
with containing a violent Tiheeat e in the laſt. 
Play? 
Luc. Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl; that impertinent 


— — from our Bus neſs. Im afraid a 
well 


2 


well has miſt d us for want of the Sign But whom have 
— 9 40 ? An odd Figure, ſome Gentleman in Diſguiſe, I 
eve 


5 


1 nd 4 Bae 


$ 


Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhou'd believe him in Diſ⸗ 


guiſe; for I fancy his Friends have only known him by that 
this Twelve-month. 


Luc. His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, and his 


Cloaths demonſtrate him a Wit. He may afford us ſome 
Sport. I have a Fema'e Inclination to talk to him. 


Pin. Held, Madam, he looks as like one of thoſe dan- 


gerous Men of War you juſt now mention'd as can be; 
ou had beſt ſend out your Pinnace before, to diſcover the 


emp. 
Exc. No, II tale him my ſelf. [Moves towards him. 


What, Sir, dreamin ar” 

þs lim 0'th' Shoulder with her Fan. 
Roeb. Yes, SPE, We | (Og 
Euc. Of what? | | 


Roeb. Of the Devil, and now my Dreant'sout. 
Luc. What! Do you dream ſtanding ? 
Roeb. Yes, faith, "Lay, very often when my Sleep? : 


haunted by ſuch rexty Goblins as you. Youare a Sort 


Dream I would * I'm av e 
ter indeed, Madam. "IT 


Luc. Are you then one of the wiſe Men of the Eaſt? 
Roeb. No, Madam; but one of the Fools of the wel. 
Luc. Pray, what do you mean by that? 

Roeb.. An Iriſh-man, Madam, at your Service,” | 
Luc. Oh horrible! an Iriſh-man! a mere Woolf Dog, 1 


f 


proteſt. 


Roeb. Ben't ſurpriz'd, Child; the Woolf-Dog isaswell- 


natur d an Animal as any of your Country Bull-Dogs, and 
a much more ning Creature, let me tell fe. 


[Lays hold on her. 
Luc. pray, god æſar, keep off your Paws; no ſcraps 


ing Acquaintance for Heaven's fake. Tell us fome News 
of your Country; Ihave heard the ſtrangeſt Stories, 
_ thatthe People wear Horns and Hoofs. 


Roes. Yes, faith, a great many wear Horns: But we 


| had that among atherlaudable Faſhions, from London. I 
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= think it came over with your Mode of wearing high Top- 


pots; forever fince, the Men and Wives bear 
exaltedalike. They were both Faſhions that took wonder- 


Tar. Then you have Ladies among you. : 

=_ © Roes. Yes, yes, we have Ladies, and Whores; Colleges, 

_ and Play-houſes; Churches, and Taverns ; fine Houſes, 
1 and Bavvdy-houſes: In ſhort, every thing that you can boaſt 


3 


* 


of, but Fops, Poets, Toads and Adders. 
Luc. But have you no Beaus at all? 
rg Yes, they come over like Wood-cocks, once a 
Tuc. And have your Ladies no Springs to catch em in? 
Roeb. No, Madam, our own Country affords us much 
better Wild · fo vl. But they are Erna ſtripped of their 
Feathers by the Play-houſe and Taverns; in both which 
they pretend to be Criticks; and our ignorant Nation ima- 
pines a full Wig as infallible a Token of a Wit as the Laurel. 
1 Luc. Qh Lard! and here tis the certain Sign of a Block- 
bead. But why no Poets in Ireland, Sir? a 
.. Faith, Madam, I know not, unleſs St. Patrick ſent. 
= them apacking with other venomous Creatures out of Ire- 
Land. Nothing that carries a Sting in its Tongue can live 
there. But fince I have deſcribed my Country, let me 
=__— -.noyalitticet England, hx a ſight of your Face. 
1 Lu. Come youto Particulars firſt. Pray, Sir, unmask, 
=_ 1 who you are; and then FI unmask, and ſhew- 
4 + Roeb. You muſtdiſmiſs your Attendant then, Madam; 
or the diſtinguiſhing Particular of me is a Secret. 
== Pin. Sir, Ican keepa Secret as well as my Miſtreſs; and 
ttzhe greater the Secrets are, I love em the better. 
1 Tus. Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir? ö 1 
VRoes. Oh yes, . . hint, by which 
you may underſtand 'em h 
N Pretends to whiſper, and kiſſes her... 
Tuc. Sir, you're impudent. 
Roeb. Nay, Madam, ſince you're ſo good at minding 
Folks, have with you. [Catches her faſt, carrying _ of 
8 | | Tuc. 
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Roek, What! Kni t Errants in this Country! ö 
| Ich Ws kai Tar me + Throat 0 
pray Heaven his Pocketshewellln'd, 9 
[Quits 2 they goof 


| £2 cond at the— St. George tor Eng | 
echendpenje, 


Lee afreomePuſer Roab fares ee 


m——— My. Friend Lovewell 


Tove. My dear Roebuck! 


eee 

Shall 1 Veen 7 F 2 

Roeb. You ma — your Ears; tis I. "be; _ 

Tove. Why, th nete ar ese. 22 
I muſt have the denong mares 


firm me of its Truth. But 
Roeb. Why faith tis a Riddle. 
the Explanation, then wonder more at 5 
gueſſing it What is the univerſal Cauſe the continued 
Evils of Mankind? 
Love. The univerflCauſeof cur continu Briohs 
Devil ſure. 
Roeb. No, tis the Fleſh, Ned— That very Woman 
drove us all out of en Wenne a e out © 
Irelanl. , | 
Love. How ſo ? 
| Roes, Only taſting the forbidden Fruit, * was l.. 
Love. Is ſimple —— become ſo great a Crime 
there, as to be puniſtable by noleſs than Bamſhment? 
Roeb. I gad, mine was double Fornication, Ned The 
- Jade was ſo pregnant to bear Twins, the Fruit grew in 
.Cuſters ; and my unconſcionable Father, becauſe I was a 
Rogue in debauching her, wou'd make me a Fool by -wed- 
ding her: But l would not marry a Whore, and he vou' not 
own a diſobedient Son, and ſo- . 
Luve. But was ſhea Gentle woman? 
Roeb. Pſhaw! No, ſhe had no Fortune. She wore 


indeed 
* — 
7 
2 8 


3 * 8 * 
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indeed a Silk Mantua and High-head; but theſeare 
as little * of Gentility now- a- days, as that is of ede 
5 _ ut what Neceſſity forc d youtoleave the King- 
dom : 
| Roeb. II tell you To ſhun thinſulting Authority 
of an incens d Father, the dull and often repeated Advice 
of impertinent Relations, the continual Clamours of a fu- 
rious Woman, andthe ſhrill Bawling of an ill-natur'd Ba- 
ſtard From all which, Good Lorddeliver me. 
8 And ſo you left them to grand Dadda — Ha, 
Koeb. W pleas'd toleſſen my Ae by tak- 
ing away the She-brat ; but the other, is, I hope, well, be- 
cauſea brave Boy, whom I chriſten'd Edward after thee 
Tovewell; I made bold to make my Man ſtand for you, 


Daughter. | 
Love. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does ſhe ? 


"-- Roeb. Dear Lovewell.a very Miracle of * and Good- 


nel But I don't like her. 

"Love, Why? OY 

Nos. She's virtuous; — and I think Beauty and Virtue 
we ll joined as Lewydnefs and Uglineſs. 

Love. But I hope your Arguments could not make her 
à Proſelyte to this Profeſſion? 


Noeb. Faith 1 endeavour d it; but that plaguy Honour 


Damn it fora Whim—— Were it as honourable for Women 
to be Whores as Men to be Whore-maſters, we ſhou'd have 
_ Lewdneſs as great a mark of Quality among the Ladies, as 
tis nw among the Lords. 

Love. What do you hold no innate Principle of Virtue in 
Women? 

Roeb. I hold an innate Principle of Love in them : Their 
Paſſions are as great as ours, their Reaſon weaker. We 


admire them, and conſequently they muſt us. And] tell 


thee once more, that had Women no Safe-guard but your in- 
nate Principle of Virtue, honeſt George Roebuck wou d have 
lain with your Siſter, Ned, and ſhou'd enjoy a Counteſs be- 
fore N oh 

Tove 


* 


and your Siſter ſent her Maid to give her Name to my 


2 
1 
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Lou. Dat methinks Geog, wg wo 


+ Rood. Methinks twus hot fairof thy Siſter, Nea, tote 
me. — — #6" dal r 
as ſhe's a r lar bes, woe 

Live. But. n ſerious Refletion, cou'd not you have 
liv'd better at home by turning thy Whore in is Wife. 
than here by turning other Men's Wives into Whores ? 
Thereare Merchants Ladies in Landon, and you muſt trade 
with them for ought Hee. 


Roeb. Ay, but is the ere nde luna dne ea 


courag d, old Boy? 

Tove. Oh, wonderfully ? e ——a great yon gat People 
live byt. Tho the Hus bands 0 the Trade, 
the Wives are altogether for encouraging US fakes But 


I hope you have brought ſome ſmall Stock to ſet u with. 

Roeb. The Greatneſs of my Wants which would force 
me to diſcover em, makes me bluſh to oαõns em. - 
Why faith, Ned; I had a great Journey from Trelanu 
_ wou e burthen my ſelf with no more 7 25 


25 oy 
4 
++ i 


Low, 8 you have brought Bills. 


| Reeb. No faith. Exchange of Money from Datel | 


ther, is ſo unreaſonable high, that 


Love. What! Wm * 
Koeb. That Zoons, I have not one Farthing— Nom 
you underſtand me. 7 


Love. No faith, I never underſtand one that comes in 


* auperis; I han't ſtudy d the Law ſo long for 


ut What Proſpect can you propoſe of a Supply? 
Koeb. L'Itel you. When you appear d, I was juſt thank - 


ing my Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, and conſe- 


quently a Purſe: But my Knowled dge of Jou prevented 
me of that way, and therefore I think you re oblig'd in re- 
turn to aſſiſt me by ſome better Means. Vou were once 
an honeſt Fellow; but ſo long Study in the Inns may alter a 
Man ſtrangely, as you ſay. 


Love. No, dear Roebuck, Fm ſtilla Friend to thy Vir- 


tues, and eſteem thy Follies Foilsouly toſetthem ol 1 


8 did 
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_- Al but rally j0u;ando convince youberear ſomePies; 


ſhare of what I have about me: Take them as 
my n 5 "700 you know my Eſtate ſufficient bo 
maintain us both, if you will either reſtrain your Extrava- 
cies, or 3 my Neceſſaries. 

* Roeb. Thy Profeſſion of Kindneſs is ſo great, that l cou'd 
.almoſt ſuſpect it of Deſign. But come, Friend, I am hear- 
tily tir d with the Fatigue of my Journey, deſides a violent 
Fit of Sickneſs, which detain'd me a Monthat Coventry, 
to the exhauſting of my Health and Money. Let me only 
recruit by a Reliſh of the Town in Love and a 1 and 

| en and ande "LE 1 
As they are going off, Roebuc s back ſurprix'd. 

- What sthe mee. Man? 

Roeb. Why? Death and the Devil; or, what's worſe, a 


| Womananda Child. Oons! don't you ſee Mrs. TYndge 


with my Baſtard in her Arms croſſing the Field towards ＋ 
h the indefatigable Whore, to follow me ul the 4 


b to London 


Tove. Mrs Trudge!. my old acquaintance! | 
Roeb. Ay, ay, the very fame; your old Ac uaintance; 


2 5 jand for ought I know, you might have clubb'd about get- ; 5 


the Brats. 
ove. Tis but reaſonabiethen I ſhou'd pay fhare at the 


: of ning, il heip to provide for her; in the mean time 


you had beſt retire. — Bruſu, conduct this Gentleman to 


uy Lodging, and run from thence to Widow Bulfinchhi s, 


zand provide a Lodging with her for a Friend of mine... 


1 'F ly, and come back preſently. ¶ Exit Roeb. and Bruſh. 


So; my Friend comes to Town like the Great Turk to 
"he Field, attended by his Concubines and Children; and 
Im afraid the ſe are but part of his Retinue. But abs... 
I ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the Shock of this Woman's Fu- 
ry. Fl} withdraw till ſhe has diſcharg'd her firſt A 
hen ſurprize her. 

| Enter Trudge, with a Child crying. 

Huſh, huſh, huſh, And indeed it was a young Tra- 
veller And what wou'd it fay ? It ſays that y is a 
falſe Man, a cruel Man, an ungrateful Man. -In troth fo 
he is, my dear Child. — What ſhall I do with it, poor noe 

ture 
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ture Huſh, buſh, huſh——Was ever ; poor Woman in 


ſuch a lamentable Condition? Immediately after the Pains 


of one Travail, to undergo the Fatigues of another 


But I'm fure, he can never do well; tor tho I can't find 
him, my Curſes, and the Miſery of this Babe, willcer- 
tainly reach him. = th = 
Love. Methinks I ſhou'd know that Voice [M oving 
forward.) What! Mrs. Trudge! and in London | whoſe brave 
Boy haſt thou got there ? 8 2 
Trud. Oh Lord! Mr. Lovewell! Im very glad to ſee you 
Aand yet am aſham'd to ſee you. But indeed he pro- 
mis'd to marry me, [ Crying. ] and you know, Mr. Love- 
well, that he's ſuch a handſome Man, and has ſo many ways 
of inſinuating, that the frailty of Woman's Nature could 
not reſiſt him. | 
Love. What's all this: A handſome Man! Ways of 
infinuating! Frailty of Nature. I don't underſtand theſe 
ambiguous Terms. 1 3 
Trud. Ah, Mr. Lovewell! I'm ſure you have ſeen Mr. 
Roebuck, and I'm ſure *rwould be the firſt Thing he wou'd 
tell you. Lrefer to you, Mr. Lovewell, if he is not an un- 
grate ful Man, to deal-ſo barbarouſly with any Woman that 
d us'd him ſo civilly. I was kinder to him than Iwou'd 
have been to my own born Brother. | . 
Love. Oh then ] find kiſſinggoes by Favour, Mrs. Trudge. 
Trud. Faith you're all alike, you Men are a ke Poor 
Child ! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he were ſpit out of 
his Mouth. See, Mr. Lovewell, if he has not Mr. Roebuck's 
Noſe to a Hair; and you know he has a very good Noſe; 
and the little Pigſny his Mamma's Mouth. -— Oh the little 
Lips! and tis the beſt natur'd little Dear [Smugles and 
kiſſes it.) _— And wou d it ask its Godfather's Bleſſing? 
Indeed, Mr. Lovewell, I believe the Child knows you. 
Love. Ha, ha, ta! Well; Ewill give it myBleſling: * 
| 833 lives it Gold. 
[A, he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and Pindreſs, 
rn" pony, them ſtand, abſcond. | | 
Come, Madam, I'll firſt ſettle you ina Lodging, and then 
find the falſe Man, as you call — [ Exit Love. 
B 2 Lucinda- 
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Love und 1 Both. | 
2 and 8 forward. 
5 is found already, Was there ever 
nekf Pn My — for his Preſervation 
ght — back, = behold how my Kindneſs is 
turn'd! Their Fighting was a do hr Trick to 
Figbren me from the Place, thereby to aford rn Oppor- 


unity < of entertaing his Whore and Brat. 
Pin. Your Conjecture, Madam, bears a Colour; for 


9 


looking back, I cou'd perceive em talk very familiarly; ſo 
that they cou'd not be Strangers as their pretended Quarrel 
would intimate. 


Lac. *Tis all true as he is falſe.— What lighted ! deſ- 
Find my honourable Love truck d for a Whore! Oh Vil- 
! Epitome of the Sex !— But I'll be reveng d. I'll mar- 

ry the firſt Man that asks me the Queſtion ; nay, though he 


be a disbanded Soldier, or a poor Poet, or a ſenſeleſs Fop; 


Nay, tho impotent, Ill marry him. 
Pin. Oh Madam ! that's to be reveng'd on your lf. 
Luc. I care not, Fool! I deſerve Puniſhment for my 


* 


Eredulity, as muchas he for his Falſhood And you de- 
ferve it too, Minx; your Perſuaſions drew me to this Aſ- 


ion: I never lov d the falſe Man. 
Pin. That's falſe, Im ſure. Aſide. 
Tuc. But you thought to get another Piece of Gold. We 
ſhall have him giving Money on the ſame Score, he 
3 to his WIore juſt now. 
[Walks about in a Paſſion. 
Enter Lovewell. 
| Love. So much for Friendſhip now for my Love— 
I han'ttranſgreſſed much, — Oh, there ſhe is. Oh my 
Angel ! [Runs to her. 
Luc. Oh thou Devil! [Starts back. 
Love. Not unleſs youdamn me, Madam. 
Tac. Lou re damn d already; you're a Man. 
Exit puſping Pindreſs. 
* You're a Woman, Ill be ſworn.— Hey day! 
what giddy Female Planet rules now ! By the- Lord, theſe 
Womenare like their Maidenheads, * found than 
loſt Here, Bruſb, run after Pindreſs, and know the Oc- 
eaſion of this. [Bruſh rans.] — Stay, c come bacx 
Zoons, I'ma Fool. , Bruſh, 
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Bruſh. That's the firſt wiſe Word you have ſpokentheſe 
two Months. 3 | £57976 OR 
; 2 Trouble me with your untimely Jeſts, Sirrah, and 

| : POSE RES . 
Bruſh. Your. Pardon, Sir; I m in dowyn- right Earneſt. 
Tis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to-a famous Clap Sur- 
geon, than to a Lover. He falls out with me becauſe he 
can't fall in with his Miſtreſs. I can bear it no longer. 
Love, Sirrah what are you mumbling ? | 
Bruſh. A ſhort Prayer before | depart, Sir I have been 
theſe three Years your Servantz but now, Sir, I'm your: 


2 L 
hs - 

hey 
Af 


humble Servant. [Bows as going.. 
Love. Hold you ſha'n't leave me. T9 
Bruſh. Sir, you can't be my Maſter. 1 


Love. Why ſo? | 29 

Bruſh. Becauſe you're not your own Maſter; yet one 
would think you might, for you have loſt your Miſtreſs. 
Ooons, Sir, let her go, and a fair Riddanee. Whothrows 


away a Teſter and a Miſtreſs, loſes Six - pence. That little 


REER Gunner. Had he ſhot as many 
arts as I have carry d Billet Deux, he wou d have laid her 
kicking with her Heels up e er now. In ſhort, Sir, my 
Patience is worn to the Stumps with attending; my Shoes 
and Stockings are upon their laſt Legs with trudging be- 
tween you. I have ſweat out all my Moiſture of my Hand 
with palming your clammy Letters upon her. I have 
Love. Hold, Sir, your Trouble is now at an end, for I 
deſign to marry her. * 15 85 
Bruſh. And have you courted her theſe three Years: for 
nothing but a Wife? e eee 
Love. Do you think, Raſcal, I wou'd have taken fo» 
much Pains to make her a Miſs? 1 ee þ 
Bruſh. No, Sir; the tenth part ont wou d ha done 
But if you are reſoly d to marry, God b Wye. 
Love. What's the matter now, Sirra? 
Bruſh. Why, the matter will be, that I muſt then pimp 
for her. Hark ye, Sir, what have you bꝛen doing 1 
this while, but teaching her the way to cuckold ye? 
Take cge, Sir; look before you leap. You havea tickliſn 
— Point 
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=: "ay 
| |  Paintto mamge.— Can youtel, Sir, what's her Quarret | 
to younow ? 
8 ay can't imagine. I don't remember that ever! of- 
er. 
*-/Briſp. That's it, Sir. She reſolves to put your Eaſineſs 
-to the Teſt now, that ſhe may with more Se rely 
upont hereafter. — Alvwray s ſuſpect thoſe Women of De- 
ſigns that are for ſearching into * Humours of their 
IN far for they cer * intend to try them when 
they re marry d. 
; Tee, How cam t chou ſueh an Engineer in Lore? | 
... Bruſh. L have ſprung fome Mines in my time, Sir; and 
ſince I have trudg d ſo long about your amorous Meſſages, 
I have more 7 —7 in dhe Sole 0 7 my Feet, than fore | 
Blockheads in their whole Body. | 
- Love. Sirrah, have you ever diſcover'd any Behaviour 
in this Lady, to oceaſion this ſuſpicious Diſcourſe ? 

Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady ever diſeover d any Behaviour 
of yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious Quarrel? I believe the 

Lady has as much of the innate Principle of Virtue (as the 
Gentleman ſaid) as any Woman: But that Baggage, her 

Attendant, is about raviſhing her Lady's Page every Hour. 
*Tisan old Saying, like Maſter, ike Man; why not as well, 
like Miftreſi, like Maid? 

Love. Since thou art for tryi Humours, have with: 
you, Madam Lucinda. Beſides, fo fair an Opportunity 
offers; that Fate ſeem'd to deſign WAG Have you left the 
Gentleman at my Ledgings 

Bruſh. Ves, Sir, and ſent a Porter to his Inn to bring 
his Things thither.. 
Tove. That's right. Love, like other Diſeaſes, muſt. 
ſometimes have a deſperate Cure. The School of Venus 
impoſes the ftri& Diſcipline: And awful no isa chaſt- 
ning God; he whips ſeverel 
. No, not if we kifs the Rod. [Exennt. 
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Enter Lovewell, Rocbuck Ab "in th.” 


Ley Conſcience, the fawni ngCreature key vou. 

Roeb. Ay, the conſtant Effects of debauch- 
inga Woman are, that ſhe infallibly loves the Man for do- 
ing the Buſineſs, and he certainly hates her. But what 
Company is ſhe like to have at this ame Widow's, Bruſh? 
Bruſh. Oh, the beſt of Company, Sir: a Poet lives there, 
Sir. 2 


Rock They're 4 worſt Company, for they re ill. 1 
tur 

Bruſh. Ah, Sir, but it does no Body any harm: For theſe 
Fellows that get Bread by their Wits are always fore d to. 
eat their Words. They muſt be good- natur d, ſpight of 
their Teeth, Sir. Tis Bid he pays his Lodging by. crack- 
ing ſome ſmutty Jeſts with:his Landlady 9 for 
ſhe's yery well pleas'd with his Natural Parts. [/#hileRoeb.. 

2 28 talk, Lovewell ſeems to * * 9 

| | imſel | 

+ Kat What other Lodgers are there ? | 
_ Bruſh. One newly enter d, a young Squire, juſt come: 
from Univerfity. | 
2 A * 2 e him. A very 
retty Family; a Hea Philoſopher, an Eng 
ip x4 Iriſh hore. Had the Landlady but an H 5 
ection of 


”S 


per to join with em, ſhe might ſer up for a 


* Monſters. —Any body within? 
s [$aps Love well on the Shoulder: 
- Tave. Yes, you are my Friend. All my T s were 


employ d about you. In ſhort, I have one Requeſt to make 
that you would renounce your looſe wild Courſes, andlead: 
a ſober Life, as Ide. 
Roeb. That I will, if you'll g rant me a Boon:.. 
Tove. You ſhall have it, bete What it will. 


_ Roeb. That you wou'd wer our preciſe ſober Be- 
. and live like a 4 as Ido. : 


* 


Love, 


n 


"Love. That I can't grant. 
Roeb. Then we're off: Tho ſhou'd your Women prove 
no better than your Wine, my Debaucheries will fall of 
themſelves, for want of Temptation 
FE Loue. Our Women are worle than our Wine: our Cla- 
» ret has but little of the French int, but aur Wenches have 
3 the Devil and all: They are both adulterated; to prevent 
tte Inconveniencies of which, II provide you an lionou- 
rable Miſtreſs. 4 
Roeb.. An honourable Miſtreſs ; what's that? ö 
Toe. A virtuous Lady, whom you muſt love and court; 
the ſureſt Method of reclaiming 0. —4As thus: Thoſe 
ſuperfluous Pieces you throw away in Wine, may be hid | 
Qut——. 


Roeb. To the Poor? 
Love. No, no: In Sweet-Powder, Cravats, Garters, ' 


Snuff-Boxes, Ribbons, Coach-hire and Chair-hire. Thoſe 
idle Hours which you miſpend with lewd ſophiſticated 
Wenches, muſt be dedicated 


- Roeb. To the Church? 
Tove. No; to the innocent and charming Comverſaticn 


of your virtuous Miſtreſs; by which means, the two moſt 
exorbitant Debaucherics, Drinking and W horing, will be 
1 xetrench'd. 
—_— Roeb. A very fine Retrenchment truly I muſt firſt deſ- 
1 — the hal Joll 1 at the Tavern, for the 
foppiſh, affected, dull, inſipid Entertainment at the Cho- 
colate-houſe ; muſt quit my Freedom with i cus 
Company, to harneſs my ſelf to Foppery. among 
tering Crowd of Cupid's Livery-boys. The ſecond od Arth. 
cle is, that 1 mult reſign the Company of lewd Women 
for that of my innocent Miſtreſs; that is, I muſt change 
my eaſie natural Sin of Wenching, to that conſtrain'd De- 
bauchery of Lying and Swearing. The many Lies and 
Oaths that I made to thy Siſter, will go nearer to damn me, 
than if I had enjoy d her a hundred times over. 
Love. Oh Roebuck! your Reaſon will maintain the cons - 


' trary, when you're in Love. | 
_  Roeb. That is, when I haveloſtmy Reafon; Come, come, 


æ Wench, a Wench {A ſoft, white, eaſie, conſenting Crea: 0 4 
p : ture ; T 1 
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ture! —Prithee, Ned; leave Mattncls and bew me the | 
Varieties of the Town, _ 

Love. A Wench is the leaſt Varicty.—-Look out+-—Scc 

what a numerous Train trip along the Street there. _—. 

[Pointing outwards. 
Roeb. Oh Venus all theſe fine ſtately Creatures! Fare you 
well, Ned. Runs out; Love well catches him, and pulls 
him back.) Prithee let me go; tis a Deed of Charity; Fm 
quite ſtarv d. Il juſt take a ſnap, and be with you in the 
twinkling— As you're my Friend. I muſt 
Love. Then we muſt break for — An Nuts 
him.] —— He that will leave his Friend for a Whore, I rec- 
kon a Commoner in Friendſhip as in Love. 

| Roesb. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious Face becomes a 
Fellow of your Years, you wou'd never wear it again. 
Louth is taking in any Maſquerade but Gravitx. 

Love. Tho — ſuits much worſe with your Cir- 7 
cumſtances, Sir. 

Roeb. Ay, theſe Circumſtances Damn theſe Circum- 
ſtances There he has hamſtring'd me. This Poverty! 
how it makes a Man ſneak . Well, prithee let's know 
this deviliſh virtuous Lady. By the Circumſtances of my 
Body, I ſhall ſoon be off or on with her. 

Love. Know then for thy utter Condemnation, that 
ſhe sa Lady of eighteen, beautiful, witty, and aiv 
tuous. 


Roeb. A Lady of eighteen Good — Beautiful! Better 
 ——— Witty!— Beſt of all.-— Now with theſe t 
lifications, if ſhe be nicely virtuous, then I'll henceforth 
adore every thing that wearsa Petticoat — Witty and vit- 
tuous! Ha, ha, ha. Why, tis as inconſiſtent in Ladies as 
Gentlemen; and were Ito debauch one for a Wager, her 
Wit ſhould be my Bawd—— Come, come, the forbidden 
Fruit waspluck'd from the Tree of Knowledge, Boy. 
Tove. Right But there was a cunninger Devi han 
you totempt.—— I'll aſſure you, George, your Rhetorick 
wou d fail you here; ſhe wou'd worlt you at your own 
Weapons. 
Roeb. Ay, or any Man i in England, if ſhe be eighteen, as 
you ay. | 


Love. 


id 


111 
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go to Heav'n for a Miſtreſs, you ſ 
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Love. Have a care, Friend, this Satyr will get you torn 
in Pieces by the Females; yeu'll fall into Orpheus s Fate. 
--  Roeb. Orpheus was a Blockhead, and deſerv'd his Fate. 

Love. Why? C ˙ ² nee NE aads 
. . *Roeb. Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife. | 

Love. This happens right——-[ A/ide.] — But you ſhall 
Fcourt this divine Crea- 
ture I don'tdefire you to fall in Love with her; I don't 
intend you ſhould marry her neither: But you muſt be con- 
vinc'dof the Chaſtity of the Sex; tho it you ſhould con- 
2 her, the Spoil, you Rogue, will be glorious, and in- 


itely worth the Pains in attaining. ; 
Roeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my Circum- 


Love. Come, youſhan't want Money. 
Roeb. Then I dare attempt it. Meney is the Sinews of 
Love, asof War. Gad, Friend, thou art the braveſt Pimp 
I ever heard of Well, give me Directions te ſail by, the 
Name of my Port, lade my Pockets, and then for the Cape 


- 


Love.You need no Directions as to the manner of Court- 


Roeb. No, I have ſeen ſome few Principles, on which 
my Courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a La- 
dy rely upon my Modeſty, but to depend my {elf altogether 
upon my Impudence; to uſe a Miſtreſs like a Deity in pub- 
lick, but like a Woman in private: Fo be as eautious th 
of asking an impertinent Queſtion, as afterwards of tel- 
ling aStory ; remembring, that the Tongue is the only 
Member that can't hurt a Lady's Honour, though touch'd 
to the tendereſt Part. i 

Love. Oh! but to a Friend, George; you'll tell a Friend 
your Succeſs. 

Roeb. No, not to her very ſelf; id muſt be as private as 
Devotion No babbling, unleſsa ſquawling Brat peeps 
out to tell Tales But where lies my Courſe ? | 

Love. Bruſh ſhall ſne you the Houſe; the Lady's Name 
is Lucinda; her Father and Mother dead; ſhe's Heireſs to 
Twelve Hundred a Year : But above all, obſerve this; ſhe 
bas a Page which you muſt get on your ſide; tisa very 

| Pretty 


\ 


pretty Boy; I preſented him to the Lady about a Fortaight 
ago; ——— Co man too; he brought mea Let- 
may read it, e e ee ee 1 
Koeb. Ay, tis her Hand; I know it well; andlalmoſt 


(pa a * | e 
Acquaintance lately ching. me | 
—.— ; — for this Boy, whows: ber Page, 

Ihope I have obey d my Friend's laſs Command, and oblig'd 4 
Brother tyſending him to you, Pray diſpoſe of him as much as 
you can for his Advantage. All Friends are well, and 1 aw; 
Four affectionate Siſter, Leanthe. 


pile he reads, Lovewell talksto Bruſh, and 
> 5 gives him ſome Directions ſeemingly. 
All Friends.are well; Is that all? Not a Word of 
Roebuck—— I wonder ſhe mentian'd nothing of my Mis- 
fortunes to her Brother. But ſhe has forgot me — 
True Woman ſt ill Well. — WS for I'm mak: 
ing all the Haſte I can to forget her. . 2 
ove. Be ſure you have an Eye upon him, and come to 
me preſently at Widow Bulfinch's Iv Bruſh.]—. Well, 
George, you won't communicate yourSucceſs? [Afide, 
Roeb. You may gueſs what you pleaſe. Im as merry 
122 —— brim full of Joy, 
ikea Bumper of Claret, ſmiling and ſparkling. + 
Love. Then you'll certainly runover..  * . 9 
Roeb. No, no, nor ſhall I drink to any Body — 
| [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE changes to a Dining-room inWidow Bulfinch's 
Houſe, A Flute, Muſick-book upon the Table; Caſe of Toys 
bang ing up | 


Enter Rigadoon the Dancing-M aſter, lcading in Mockmode 
by both the Hands; as teaching him the Minuet; he ſings 
and Mockmode dances aukwardly ; Club follows. 

; Rig. Tal dal deral One Two. Tal 

dal deral— Coupèẽ Tal dal deral Very e weer 

3 | | — 
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Bulliss: But Zauns is the Beaux . 
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Sir — dence ns well as: Manin England; you 
here excellent rel 2 Limbs, Sir 


—— Sir. 
.*  [Herethe Maſter dances. a new Minuet ; ; ply ae 


Chub makes an aukward Imitation ing © 
And ſo forth, Sir. CROP s 
+ Mock. I'm afraid we ſhall di Landlady. 


Rig. Landlady! You mult have a care of chat; dene 
ver pardunyou. - Landlady! Every Woman, from a 
erg Kitchen-wench, is Madam; n A., 
Hock Mule I chen r my Title of Squire 
oc my Title uire, *Squi 
Mor made? . 54 
' 1 Sir, Squire and Fool are the ſame 


Mock. That's very comical, fairh——But is there an Act 
of Parliament for that, Mr. Ri igadoon? - Well, finceT 
ean'tbe a Squire, I'Ildo as well; I have a great Eſtate, and 
Want only to be a great Beau to qualify me either for a 
Knight or a Lord. By the Univerſe, I have a great mind 
to bind my ſelf — to a Beau -Cou d I but dance 
well, puſh well, play upon the Flute, and ſwear the moſt 


modiſh Oaths, I wou'd{ct up for Quality with cer a young 


Nobleman of em all Pray what are the moſt faſhionable 


Oathsin Town? Zoens, I take it, isa very becoming one. 
| Rig. Zoons is only us d by the disbanded Officers and 


Mock. Zauns. 

Club. Zauns. 

Rig. Yes, Sir, we ſwear as we dance; ſmooth, and 
with a Cadence. Zauns! Tis Harmonious, and pleaſes 
the Ladies, becauſe tis ſoft. _— Zauns, Madam-—is the 
only Compliment our great Beaux paſs on a Lady. 

4 Mock. But {ſuppoſe a Lady ſpeaks tome, w muſt 1 | 
y ? 7 
Rig. Nothing, Sir — you muſt take Snuſh, gi EP 4 

* her an humble Cringe— Thus: 3 


R ITY” *W your gu wm WT ee 
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a perfect Snuſh-Boxs. and l hrard a Phy — — 
3 em, that cho thre bee his Head 
were fill d wjthOrangeree, 'Boyrgamot, ander 
© Mock, Zauns, Lmuſbſneeze—-{Sreeter]--Birt — 
Rig. O fie, Mr. Mochnode ] Mhat ia ruſtical E 
that ef wel. Yon lbonN upon: all ſuch Qccefi- 
ons cry, Dem me. You would be as nauſeous to the h: 
dies, 2 one of the ol Patrirehs; it you us'd that obſolete 
reillon. 55 
. I find that going tothe Devileaverymedithinthis 
| Maſter anl. - what Roligion 
898 ob theirR in ae worlipths 
u in — 3 

frſt a dn oye Morning. 

Moeck, Whats that, Sir? | 

« Rig. Their on Shadows in theGlaf and 3 of! em 
fach helliſh Faces, that may frighten em into Devotion. 

dhe Then they are Indian: right, for Opens et 

EVIL, 

hen ou ſhall, be ag great 4 Beau as any of em: 
hut you muſt 2 to mind rea Dancing. l 

-; Mook: Is not Muſſek very convenient tod *** 

the Bells and Maiden Fair already. Alumire, Bifabemi. Ce- 


folfa,” Delaſal, Ela, Effaut, Geſolrent. I have em all by 


heart already. But I have been plaguily puxal d about the 
Etymologyof theſe Notes: and certainly a Man cannot 
arrive at any Perfection, unleſs he underſtands the Derives. 


tion of the Terms. g 
Efaat and Geſilrene 


Rig. O Lard, Sir That's cafie. 
were two famous? German Muſicians, wy the reſt were 


4 talians « 


Mock. But ks fo are they only ſeven? 
Rig. From a prod t Baſs-viol with Aren 


Strings, that play'd as Fouls, th Mai ck of the was +4 | 
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Ebel See, a at Country V Pause, 
| forne antiek All the Parts fell into 


SAL vo 


Mock. Then your Sno gba Fi | 2 | 


2 Landy t ene een es 2 


— 
=? * 


. 
ber aPhilo- 


_—_— ad ready, till the next 

e ſets them adanicin eing again. 
2. . . 
Bier ber ne. Bur 7 e vrareof 


= niceneſs of your Learn a 
or ca; 3nd that's all a dean can have Oceaſion 
pf ente 

| Mock. Oh, M. Nimblewriſt! | crave you ten ; thouſand 


Pardons, by the Univerſe. 


Nimb. That was a home Thruſt. Goad Sir, 1 hope 
rre fora Breathing this Morning. | [Takes down a Foil.} 
I llaſſure you, Mx. Mockmods, will make an ex- 
cellent — woof you're as well ſhap'd for 2 = 
ny Man in Europe. The Duke of Burgund is juſto 


Make; he puſhes the fineſt of any Man in 22 be 
-le Li tning . 

Mock. Im much in love with Fencing : But, Ithink; 
Backfword i is thebeſt Play. 
. -Nimb; Oh LY; Sir Have you ever been in i France, 
Sir ? 


Mock. No, Sir; but I underſtand the Geography of i it. 
Baa bounded on the North with the Rhine. 
*  Nimb. No, Sir; a Frenchman is bounded on the North 
with Quart, on the South with Tierce, and io forth. Tis 


a noble Art, Sir; and every one that wears a Sword is o- 


blig'd by his Tenure to learn. The Rules of Honour are 
engrav'd on my Hilt, and my Blade muſt maintain em. 
'MySword's my Herald, and the bloody Hand my Coat of 
Arms. 
s Mock, And how long have you profeſs d this Noble Art, 
ir? 
Nimb. Truly, Sir, I ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip to this 


Trade, Sir. I 
| Mock. 


ESE SI BOT 
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areyea: ente ceo, bt A 
Nimò. Yes, Sir; the Sur eee; AR a Wo 
becauſe we make ſo mach Work for em. But, as I was 
28 Sir, 3 | 
out; but then, when every body got Commiſſions, 1 
in for one, ſerv'd the Campaigns in Flanders ; — —— 
the Peace broke out, was disbanded; ſo 
ny other poor Rogues, am fore d tobetaketamy: 0 Trade. 
Now the | . . Quarrel's ended, I live by private ones; 
Hera g dn eng goes, Sir. wehave 
Engliſh Courage, French Honour and dan Blades among ; 
bs x; pI :d and Skill did the King gread 
Mock. Surely your Sw¾or 
Service abroad. a 
Nimb. Tes, Sir; I kill d above fifteenof our own Officers 
by private Duels i in the * . \ 9 em e ; bacon 
em thus, Sir. Sa, ſa, fa, 
e paſbes Moc mode on = pet „ be G, 
vrriſt over the Head, . 
© Club. What's the Name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir? 
Nimb.. Oh Lard; Sir he did not touch me, not in the 
leaſt, Sir, the Foil v Was crack d. a palpable Crack. *- 
[Blood runs down his Face. 
Ars Ayer palpable Crack, truly. Your Skullivenly 
crack'd, palpa Teak. that's all. 
my Well, OS ou pleaſe to teach me my Handurs: 
e e 18g M ier has forbid me any more, 12 
ſhould d — vo my Steps. | | 
Nimb. "Your Danciog- -Maſter is a Blockhead, Sir. 
Enter Rigadoon. 


. Macks What 


7 


] | 
Rig. I forgot my Gloves and ſo.— + 
N 2 Oh, Sir! he calls you a Blockhead, by 4 the Und 
ver 
a Rig. Launs, Sir 5 F l, 
f Nimb. Zoons, Sir 12 Bluffibly .- 


Rig. Ihave more Wit in the Sole of my Foot, than 
have inyour whole Body. * you 


| Nimb, Ay, Sir; you Caperers dance all your Brains into 
ur Heels, which makes youcarry ſuch empty Neddles. 


Rational Srevers'd, carrying your-Underſtandings in 
C2 ur- 


1 


— OG * 
_ * * r e - * 
JT: RM r 5 
RR — 8 
. 4 x > 


E. Your with — dnl to other 


* 1 - 
4 4 Fe - * „ 19 


Nig. Anda you; — wad! Monſieur, 6.67 Snod Stand 
upon our Guard, Mr. Mockmode, he's the 
hell fill your Head fo full of Frenei — 
of Honour, that you wert have one of Honeſty left; His 
Breaſt- plate there he calls the Butt of Honour, at which all 
. ſheot, and NOFORE' Can kit the 
Mar - 

- Nimb. Youtalkof Robin Hood, weko never r ot in his 
Bows Sir, — You Dancers are the Battledoors of the Nati- 
on, that toſs the light foppiſh Shuttlecocks to-and 2 

your ſelves in heat. Have a care, Mr. Mockmode; this 
Fellow will make a mere Graſhopper of you Sir, youre 
n and Levydneſs; and the Dev 


1 er, Kaen e Sete ore ce 


Apimp, Sir! What then; Sir? 1 en Gude 
WY Bed 4 ct . match _ _ Bed of 
Honour. We Ju People out haſtity, 
but youcheat em out of their Lives. We ſpall haye you, 
Mr. Mockmoede, grinning in the OY Honour, as as if-yort 
laugh'd at the Fool whomuſt be for vou Which 
I beſt, Mr. bleed, an eaſſe N inuct, ora Hürm 

1 
2 Nimb. Do/tprovokemy Sword; Sir Joltthir Artyou 
ſorevile ſnou d revenge it {elf; for one of you that 
live by Dancing, ſhou'd die by Puſhing, 8iri 

Rig. And every Man that live: by Puthing, ſhou'd die 
dancing, Itake it. 

Nimb. Zoons, Sir! What ye mean ? JR, 
Ki. Nothing, Sir; Tal fe berg 
Thistakes the Ladies, Mr. Mockmede; this runs away with. 
all the great Fortunes in Town: Theo you be a Fool, a Top, 
a Coward, dance well, and you captivate the Eadies. The 

wndvinga Man's Eimbs plainly, does the Buſmeſs. If o 
want 2 Fortune, come, to me Tal dal de 
Dances. 

Nei. No, no, Wine N fi, ves your Buſt 

nels Harieſ witha Woman: A clean and 3 Extenſfon 


SC of 


re r 


yy 


CY ws 3 1 
- . 7 


ii eee T7 | _ YT 


i * w ALF cd 


8 , — OO CI IIB OT TOY >" N , _Y P 8 "ITT * Sie 2 * 8 * V 
Pr - 3 9 at * 83 3 "oy 12 . 3 9 «„ NYT COD RIOTS COONS 
* r . 9 R 7 * 8”, 9 3 202 l N * 
. ihe vi 8 * OR * 8 . 4 - wy 1 * * e * _——_ 
i” . * 
5 bs. 


9 Bente. E 25 


of all your Parts—Ha-—Carr ing a true Point is the mat” 
n la, fa, - fend your ſelf. 
ln, at — who dances and H, 
Mx og the Stage. - 


| d e 4s Euter b danch. 5 f 
Bull. Oh Goodneſs! what a-Roons here! Coud ! not 


ſuch a tripping and ſuch a ſtamping, that they have broke 
down all the Cieling. You dancing and-Fencing-mafters 
have been the Downfal of many. Houſes. Get out of my 
Co i my Houſe was never in uch a pickle = You. 
en, newly come to London, like your” 
— iels out of a Pond, mult be ſhaking the Water off, 
and be atter every Body about ou 
Weka ta ken Shuſb, offering to: 


wg ſne*zes in her Face. 


| Mock. Zauns, Madam. ¶ Sneezes J Bes me Dem 
me, I mean. 

Bull. He's tainted. Theſe curſed Flies have blown up- 
on him already. 

Mock. ſa, ſa, - Defend Flankonade, Madam. 


Bull. Ah, Mr. Mockmode, my puſhing and dancing Days 
are done: But I had a Son, Mr. Moc mode, that wou d 
2 you——Ah, my poor Robin! he dy d of an Apo- 


5 854 he was as pretty a young Man as ever ſtep d into a. 


Leather Shoe: He was as hke you, Mr. Moc mode, as 
one Egg is like another ; he dy d like an Angel. But Tam 
ſure he might have recover'd but for the Phyſicians Ok 
theſe Doctors, theſe Doctors! 

Mock. Bleſs the a I fay ; for I believe they kiltd 5 
my honeſt old Father. 

Bull. Ay, thats true. If my Robin had left me an Eſtate, -- 
I ſhou'd have ſaid fo too [Cries. . 


Fellows wipe their Feet before they came up? And here's 


Mock. Zauns, Madam, you muſt not be melancholy, . 


Madam. 

Bull. well, Sir, I hope youll give us the Beverage of your” 
fine Cloaths. I' laſſire you, . they fit gh a well, , 
and I like your Fancy mightily. © 

Mock. Ay, ay, Madam. But what 5s moſtmodiſh for Be- 
verage? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that alters always 
Wirh che Cloaths. C3 Bull, 


, 


PRE 
r 


Be 25 xa „ b, | 


"Bull The 8 are the beſt Judges of. that——But- 
| Chama 621 Liane 
Moeck. a T1 vor? Now, Sl that 
were . Nate ra W. maker * they call 
m Wig a Cham waere 
ull. Lou re C ag d clear out. Cham Ne ty 
fine Liquor, which all your great Beau to 
witty. | 
Mock. Wit ! Ohbythe Univer, 1 r mu be witt 
ko IG, 5 Was witty in. mite LK. 
580 Jokesdeary Herre, Club, bring us Abel a 
the wi try Liquor. | ; 3 
54 2 tTthoug] 42 all you that were bred at the Voidei-" 
 ſhou'd be Wits re 
Mock. Thee uite Contrary, Madam, e no ſuch chin 8 
re. We dare not have Wit there, for fear of being 
countedRakes. Your fölid ee is all read de 
which is elear another thing. But now I will keaWit,by 
the Univerſe. I muſt eta equainred with theprear; Poets, 
Landlady. you muſt introduce we-. 2 N 
Bull. Oh dear ane, Sir; Wou'd you ruin me 215 12 | 
! No. Widow dare be ſeen. with a Pet, 
ou d be thought to keep him. 
Mock. Keep 48 ! What's that ? They keep nothing ut 
2 in the Country: I hope they don't fleece the Wits? 
„Alas, Sir, they have no Fleeces; there's a grea 
Go de Wolf Hawever, if you Won Abe een 
W With the Poets, I can prevail Wi tha Gentleman of 
Aequaintance to introduce you; tis one Lauewell, afine 
Gentleman that comes here ſometimes, 
Mock. Lovewell! By the Univerſe, my Rival; I eard* 
of him inthe Country; This — me in mind of m Mi- 
ſtreſs Zauns, P m certainly come a Beau already; for 
I was ſo in love with my ſelf, Iquite forgot her.— Thave, 
n my Pocket - Book to find her out by... 


I[DFPullsout a large Pocket-Book ; turning roche 
Leaves, reads to himſelf. 
3 for waſhing Two pence to the Mad 
ce for Snuſh——One Shilling for Butter 1 — 
Univerſe, Ihave laſt the SI: 
Yes. 


Six- 
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e, Mada, Joes this Arne Lovevelt comd . 
Lyon: 17 2425 SEQ T0: r 133373 10 N 
Bull. ves, Sir very often Theres a E f bie 
quaintance, a Lodger in the Houſe juſt nov. i 

_* Mock.” A Eady of his Aequaintänee; 4 Lodger int 

Houſe, juſt now); of his Acquaintanee, do yowiay? + 

Ball Yes, and a pretty Lady too. 

"Mock. And * ong en . you fay. By the Uni- 
verſe! ſhau's I Happen to lodge in theſame Houĩe vvith my 
Miſtreſs: 1 muſt be the ſame. Ern Fou telfthe Wo- 
man's Name f. hy Stay — Is her Name Lucinda? 

Bull. Perhaps it may, Sir; but Ibelieve ſhe's x Widow, 
for ſhe has 2 young Son, and Im fure tis legitimately be- 
gotten; for it is the braveſt Child you ſhalt ee in a Sum- 
mer*s Day ; tis not like one of our = ect Town . 
here; born with che Diſeaſes of "2 dozen Fathers a. 
bour it. "P SSP EL OHER] 31 

Mock. By t lis Univerſe,” 1 Jon remember whethier nr 
Miſtreſsis Maid or Widow : But a Widow; fomuch the 
better; for all yvur London Widows are deviliſn rich, 7 
fay. dhe came in a Coach, did ſbe not, Madam mn 

Bull. Yes, Sir, yes. 

” Mock. Then tis infallibly ſhe Does ſhe not eee. 
out in her Caach? ? 

Bull. She has not ſtirr d abroad finee ſhe came; Sir. 

. Mack: Sh, I was told The was very reſerv d, the reve 

much ofa Widow. e mene A 


athome and:: Silence, were yery ior gating 
Cock 


Mail: 1 95 ſne has uften chid my Siſter Dorothy, 

out to the Meadows, and tumbling amon wet ; 
the Hay makers. IL gad, Pm. the mak} tacky Son of a 
Whore; 1 Was > Wrapt in the Tail of * Mee Smock, 


FP 
Ener Servant. | 
Ser. Madam, deres Gentlemen below wants to (reals 
wit and, inſtantly. | 
With me, ; Child! ! Sir, III wait on you ina Minute. 
n [Exit vier n 
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Enter Club with Wine and Glaſſes. . 
Mock. Isthat the witty Liquor ? Come, fill the Glaſſes. 


Now that I have found my Miſtreſs; I muſt next find my 2 


Wits. 
Club. So you had need, Matter: : for they! that find a Mi- 


feb. are general] out of their Wits.— 
1 Dives him a Glaſs. 


Mock. Come, fill — [They jingle and 17 But. 
where's the Wit now, Club? Have you tound Fe 125 | 
. Club. I gad, Maſter, I think riganery good Jeſt 


Mock. What? - 
Club. What ee vou'll find Maſter, 1 


this ſame Gentleman in the Straw Doublet, this fame ill 
ih Wiſp, is a Witat the Bottom. [Fills.]—-Here,. here, 
Maſter ; how it puns and quibbles in the Glais! | 
Mock. By the Univerſe, now I have it; the Wit lies in. 
the ebe All Wit conſiſts mokt i in Jingling, Hear how | 
rhime to one another. 
Ch. What, Maſter, are theſe wWits lo apt to claſh? 8 
Jingle the Glaſſes. 
* Mock. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerie; thisis Wit... 
[Breaks'em.) My Landlady is in the right. -I have often 
heard there. was Wit in breaking Glaſſes, It would be a 
very —__ e to break the Flack now. . 
Cab. I find thenthat this ſame Wit is very brittle Ware:. 
——ButIthink, Sir, twere no Joke to ſpill the Wine. 
Mock. Why, there's the Jeſt, Sirrah; all Wit. conſiſts in 
loſing; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy this 
{fame Wine is all ſold at #i//s Coffee-Houſe.. Do.you kif6w. 
the way thither, Sirrah? 1 long to ſee Mr. Comick and Mr. 
Tagrhime, with the reſt of em. I wonder how they look! 
Certainly. theſe Poets muſt have ſomething extraordinary. 
in their Faces. Of allthe Rarities in the Town, 11ongta 
ſee nothing more than the Poets and Bedlam Come in, 
Clue; I muſt go practiſe my Honours--Tal--dal--deral..— 
Exit dancing, and Club toping. 
Enter Lovewell and Bulfineh.“ 
Bull. Oh Mr. Lovewell ] you come juſt in the nick; I 
was ready to ſpoil all, by telling bim ſhe was a Stranger, 
and juſt now come. | 5 | 
e. 
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_ - ; Lone. Wall dea gente owt 
| *is cha mold fortunate Chanee thatever befel me. 
convenient ue had the other Lodgers of our ide. 

Bull. There's ne Body but Mr. Lyricks and 1 
fafcly tella Secret over a Groaning-Cheele, asto him. | 

Love. How ſ0? "| © 2 

Bull. Why, you muſt know, chavke Nas been agi 
theſe four Months of a Play; and he has got all the Makes 
about him; a Pareetof the moſt ta ps. 

Love. Come, come, no more Words; dase i- 
neſs. I will certainl y re reward you. But have you any good 
Hopes of its ſucceeding ? 

Bull. Very well of the: Squire's fide. But Im. afraid, 
your Widow will never Play her Part, ſhe's ſo aukward, 
and ſo ſullen, 

Lore. Go —— whilo I manage Afairs 


Bull She'salways of one Reehupk. Prithee, who 
is this me Roeburk?.. Mr. Lovewell, Lm afraid this 
Widow of: e apthe Bewwones Im a5 
bak then has bene hag Well. [Exits 


Enter Bruſh. 
Taue. So, Sirrah! whore haue you lefbthe Gentleman 
Buß. In a Friend's 122 Sl 2% oft 
i Love. What Friend? 
Bruſh. W. Wang 
Tes. — . — — 
+ Bruſh: A Coach, Sir. 
1 _ How d ye mean? 
- 


«ſh. ACoach and Six, Sir, noleſs Vl aſfure you, Six. | 
ick'd 'emallupi in the Street, and is gone — 
when the very 7 of em turn d my 
of Most mode; call himſelf Mgckmoge upon all Ocoaſions; 


* A Coach and Six! ?! 
_ "Braſh: Yes, Sir, fix Whores and a carted B Baved. He 
id Retinue into the Sun by Covent-Gurden 

what he meant? He told me, that he 

Love. The Fellow will have his — eo he _ 

fort. However, run to him, and bid him take the Name 

__ tell him that he ſhall find me herz about Four i = that 

. er- 
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Afterndon Ask no Queilions, bat fe- -g u- 
Garping that Name gives him a Title to court Lacinda, by 
which | ſhalldiſcover her inclination to ¶ Exit Bruſh.) this 
Mockmade, whole coming to Town, has certainly occa- 
nd her Quarrel with me; while I ſet the Hound hi 
upon a wrong Scent, and ten to one provide for Miſtreſs 


n men nne 1 


e bee e. 2 i 


: 


ACT III. SCENE Lucinda's Hons 
Euter Leanthe ſola, dre effd like a Page. tl bus 


Mer this Liver y ſuits ill my Birth; ese 
Ange, 6 I muſtnot Aber; his Service is the lardeſt 
the Powers Divine tolaytheir Godſhips 
— 5 eras, ow more happy herebelow— Thus I, 
Wanderer, have left my Country, diſguis d my ſelf 
much, I hardly know . this Habit, or my Love; 
be blindeſt; to follow one, perhaps who loves me not, tho 
every Breathof his ſoft Words, was Paſſion, and ExaryAc- 
cent, Love. Oh Roebuck! ____ | [iieaps. Ry” 
Enter Roebuck. 

Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link-Boy, abit muſt 
light me the Way. How now, pretty Boy; has your 
Lady beaten you? ha This Lady muſt bea Venus, for 
ſhe has got a Cupid in her Family. Tis a wondreus pretty 
Boy [ Eeanthe, ſtarts and ſtares at him. ] but a very co- 
mical Boy What the Devil does he ſtare at? 

Lean. Oh Heav'ns! is the Object real, or are my Eyes 
"falſe? Is that Roebuck, . or am] Leanthe? Em afraid he's 
not the fame ; and too ſure m not my ſelf [Weepre 

- Roeb. What Offence could ſuch pretty Innocence come 
" mit, todeſervea Puniſhment to make you cry? | 

Tian. Oh Sir! a wondrous Offence.. 

Roch. What was it, my Child? 

3 I prick'd my * with a Pin, till 1 n 


F | | | Reb. 
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Love and" A Bottls: 57 


: Reob. Such little Boys25 you ſhould have x care of ſharp | 


things. 
Lem. Indeed, Sir, we we ought for it prick'd me ſo deep, 
that che Sore went to my v e 


very 
_ Roeb. Poor Ber! hers Paier or your ggg 


3% # by $$: 120 ; Atte 
kenn, sir, you had beſt keep i for « fore i Hager. 2 
eb 0 Conſei he Boy's „ - 
my iencet witer: not 
Wee e POgIur=>" > . 


as true | 

Neeb. iy eva, chisBoy has the (afro Pair of 

one taſted. I ne er found before, that Ladies kiſt d 
but now if this Rogue were not too young, I dend 

1 he were before · hand with me. I gad, I muſt kiſs 

him again . Come, = ſhalltake the Money. [EA 

Lean. Oh how he ibes me into Bribery !-—But W 
muſt Ido with this Money, „ 2 nn 

Roeb. Lou muſt get a little Miſtroſs,and ene 

Leun. Sir, I have one Miſtreſs alread biel two Mikes 
no Man con ee much | Miſtreſſes. 
How many Miſtreſſes have you, pray? 

' Roeb. Umh! I gad the Boy has pos d me—How many, 
Child? Why, let me ſee. There was Mrs. Mary, Mrs: 
Margaret, Mrs. Lucy, Mrs. Suſan, Mrs. Fudy;and coca 
to the Numberof five and twenty, or thereabouts. : 

Lean. Ohye Powers! anddi youlove: em all? 

Roeb. Yes, deſperately l wou'd have — nd 
fought tor any one of em: I have ſworn and ly d to every 
one of em, and have lain with em all: That's for your 
Encouragement, Boy. Learn betimes, Youth; young 
Plants ſhou'd be water d. Your Smock-face Was made.” 
for a Chamber-Utenſiil. 

TLean. And did not one e eſcape ye? 
Roeb. Ves one did; The Devil take her. 
Lean. What, don't you love her then ? 


Roeb. No, faith; but 1 bear derade, Grudge il 
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1 1dowrbelieveit, A od dt be ſo hard. 
Karte ſure: Her r re 
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„Och! Boys of y your Age: are continually reading 
ces, filling: yoar Kl@ds'with/thar-old Bembeſt of 
Love and Honour: But when yOu cms to my Years, 


S | 
Lan. And ee eee ve Vithin, when 
kd Perfury efentia 


2 J. 
1 * 2 dir Thave — mach more 
5 maden, I perceive. | =" « bf 4 06 i 
Kab. It appears then, that there's uo Serviet in the 
Word io educating to a Boy, as Lady's. By Fous, this 
Spark may bo older than I imagine. Hark ye, 8 72 — 
— your Ladys Shoes and Stockings? Do 
never reach her the Pincuſhion?· Du you never it on bh 
Rediderandfingtorher? Ry ao e 
_ goddbBay-bar f 1 
0 enn. Tes L do flag her aſleep fs metimess. 
Roeb. rn never waken her ãgain? 
| R No, _ LEE condarty ves py ſelf ag Rule 
Wa 
Not“. —— now, that this ya ung Sha- 
vercou'd dream of a Woman ſo ſoon * But what N 
does your Bady delight in moſt? | 
f 1 Faſſionate ones, Sir; Til ang you oneof em, if 
ou: Ky. 1 
- Web. Wirk all 7 my Heart, my little Cherubim. The 
Rogue is fond of ſhewing his Parts Come, begin. 


ens: Ser by lin hire. . 


1 
How bleſſed are Lovers in Diſguiſe! ! 
Like Gods they ſee, 
Ido thee, (at 
. Unſeen by human Eyes. Expo 


p Tu alter d; yerthe ey ona eb £491 14 
— — eee I 
Love reveals me; 
| Love, which lights = byits Flame: 


| Wereyou not folk, you me — 
For tho your | 
Co d not C $4.0: 1 
bus , Heart. e-, LAM £ BF: 
* Tour Hoare wo dbeas 21.7032 K . 
Sane a4 1 Heut, 
1 wal 
e might ſee 
— — 5 n 
ys Poſe beech only — > adi tl 
Bo Oh my li — in Voice s 
her II cou'd wiſh myiſelf a Female for . a. ; 
Lean. Y ou re mach mere lee wy ay 44. 
bl Or if theis — Woman, I WOU'd———o— 
"Lean. What would you? ? JOY me? wou d youmuny 
me? 
Nos. Marry you, Ghild! no, no; I lors you too well 
ok that, you ſhou'd not have my Hand, but all my Bedy at 
-0nee.——Bur to our Buſineſs: Is your Lady at home? 
Lean. e ane have you with my La- 
ay. pray, Sir? 
Roeb. Don' task Queſtions. Lou know Mr. Lovewell. 
Tea. Tes, very well. He's my great Friend, ——_ 
I wou'd ſerve above all the World, but his Siſter, 
Roeb. His Siſter!-—Ha,that gives mea twyinge for my Sin 
—— Pray, Mr. Page, was Leanthe well when you left! her? 
Lean. Yes, Sir; but wondrous melancholy, b the De- 
parture of a dear Friend of hers to another Worle 
Roeb. Oh that was the Perſon mention'd in hes Liter, 
whoſe Departure occaſion'd your Departure for England. 
Lean. That was the Occaſion of my Coming, too ſure, 
Sir :—Oh, twas a dear Friend tome! the L {5 makes me 
weep. D Roeb, 


— we 
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Roeb. Poor tender-hearted Creature But I ſtill find 
there was not a Word of me Pray, good Boy, let your 
Miſtreſs know, here's one to wait on her... 

Lean. Your Bulineſs is OE Mr. rev 1 uppoe, Sir, 

Roeb. Yes, yes. 


Lean. Then III go. Exit. 


Roeb. T've thrown my Caſt, By am fairly i in fort. But 
nit Ian — Dog? Had I as much Gold in my Bree- 
A as Braſsin my Face, I durſtattempt a'whole Nunne- 
ry. This Lady is a reputed Virtue of good Fortune and 
Quality, Tam a rakehelly Raſcal, not Worth a Groat; and 
without any further Ceremony, am going to debauch her. 
But hold Dae does not know that lm this Rakehelly 
Raſcal; and I know that ſhe'sa Woman, one of Eighteen 
too; beautiful, witty. O' my Conſcience, upon ſecond 
Thoughts, I am not ſo very impudent neither. Now as 
to my Management, 1'll firſt try the ne ans 
i ſne bleed in the ſoft Va- Wet 
| | . — o e 
* Roe. Thus Jook-d the forbidden ed * ſeious and 
tempting. Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will ſhake 
- the Tree. . 
Tuc. Have youany Buſineſs with me, sir! 2 
[Comes nearer. 
Roeb. Yes, Adu the Bus neſt of Mankind; toadore 
you My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro' my Veins, 
and at every Pulſe of my Heart, animates me witha freſh 
Paſſion Wonder not, Madam, at the Power of your Eyes, 
whole pointed Darts have ſtruck on a young and tender 


Heart, which they eaſily pierced, and which, unaccuſtom- - 


ed to ſuch Wounds, finds the Smart more painful. 
[ Lean peeps.] Ol. Tray tor! Juſt ſuch Words he ſpake to 
lane. 

Lac. Hey day; I was never fo attack d inall my Lite. In 
Love gs 4 me, Sir! Did you ever ſee me before? , 
Roeb. Never, by Jove.—{ Aſide.] Oh, ten thouſand times, 
Madam. Your lovely Idea is always in my View, either 
aſleep or awake, eating or drinking, walking, ſitting or 
ftanding;alone, or in Company, my Fancy who yfeeds upon 
your 
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our dear Image, and ga nu have 
7 idabour fifteen Lies in aBreath.- 2 2 
Luc. I ſuppoſe, Sir, vod are ſome conceied youn e 91 
ler, who has got the Benefits of a firſt Play in your ocket; 
and are now going a Fortune hunting. 
Roeb, But why, a Scribler, Madam? Are m Cloaths ſo 


coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters the Mu- 


ſes? Does the Parting of my Fore-top ſhew ſo thin, as if it 
reſembled the two Tvither'd Tops of 1 Do you 
ſee any thing pecultarlywhimfical or ill- natur d in my Face? 
Is my Countenance ſtrain'd, as if my Head were diſtorted 
by a Strangury of Thought ? Is there any thing proudly, 
ſlovenly, or affectedly careleſ in my Dreis? Do my Hands 
look like Paper-Moths? I think, Madam, I have nothing 
Poetical about me. 

Luc. Yes, Sir, you have Wit cnoughto talk like a Fool; 
and are Fool enough to talk like a Wit. 

Roeb. Tou call'd me a Poet, Madam, and en 
better way of Reyenge, than to convince you that Lam 
one by my Impudence-—. . [Offer to kiſs her Hand: 

Luc. Them make me a Copy of Verſes upon that, Sir. 

Hits him on the Ear, and — 
Leanthe entring. 

How d' ye like che Subject, Sir? 

Roeb. Tis a very copious one Spitting. It has 
made my Jolls rhime in my Head. This it is tu be thought 
a Poet; every Minx muſt be caſting his Profeſſion in his 
Teeth. What! Gone! 

Lean. Ay, ſhe knows that making Verſes requires So- 
litude and Retirement. 

Roeb. She certainly was afraid 1 intended to beg leave to 
dedicate ſomething If ever I make Love like a Poeti- 
cal Fool again, may I never receive any Favour but a Sub- 
ject for a Copy of Verſes. 

Re- enter Lucinda. 

Luc. I won't diſmiſs him thus, for fear he lampoon me. 
— Sir, have you done them? 

Roeb. Yes, Madam, will you pleaſe to read? 

[ Catches her and kiſſes her three or four times. 

Lean. Oh, Heaven! I can never bear it. 

. D 2 | 1 
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1 nn topart em ' -FExie: 
Lac. Sir, your Verſes are too hand 5 


However, eee TIES — PI n 


3 By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becuuſbI did not 
make the firſt Offer to her Lips. BA ken, Ma- 
dam, the Peace is concluded ? 

Luc. Yes, and therefore both Parties ſhould draw out 
of the Ficld. Going. 

. Roeb. Not till vre make Reprizals. I make Peace with 
Sword i in Hand, Madam, and till you return'my Heart, 
which you have taken, or your own in Exchange, I will 
not put up. And ſo, Madam, | proclaim open War again—- 


[Cate es her. 
Enter Leanthe. 
Wen ran Oh, Madam! Yonder's poor little Crab, your Lap- 
„ has got his Head between two of the Windovy- bars, 
— is lik d to be ſtrangl'd. [The Dog howls behind the Scenes. 
Luc. Oh Lard, my poorCrabby! I muſt run to the reſ- 
cue of my poor Dog; II wait on you inftantly.— Come, 
came, Page——Peor Crabby!  _ [Exit with Leanthe. 
- Roeb. Gh the Devil choak Crabby Well, I _ 
there's much more Rhetorick in theLips than the To | 
lad Buſs been the firſt Word of my Courtſhip, 1 2 
have gain'd the Out · works by this. Impudence in Love, 
is like Courage in War; tho blind 1 mn becauſe 
Women and Fortune rule them. 
Re-enter Leanthe. N | 
_ -- Lean. Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon; there's ſome- 
thing extraordinary happen'd, which preventsher waiting 
on you, as ſhe promis' 

Roeb. What, has Monſicur Cradby rubb'd ſome of the 
Hairs off his Neck? has he diſorder'd his pony _ ? She 
won't comeagai then ? 

Lean. No, Sir, you muſt exeuſe her. ; 

© Roeb. Then Fll go and be drunk — Hark'e, Sirrah; I 
have half a dozen delicious Creatures waiting for me at the 
Sun; you ſhall along with me and have your Choice. III 
enter you into the School of Venus, Child. Tis time you 
had loſt your Maidenhead, you're too old for R 

ean. 


— 


Lean. Oh Heavens! I had rather he ſnou d ſtay than go 
there. [ Aſide.] But why will you keep ſuch Company, Sie? 
Roeb. Nay, if you're for Advice fare wel. 
Nen ¶ ripe Underſtanding ſhuu d atways deſpiſe, 
What Babes. only practiſe, and Dotards adviſe. 
1 6 A [Exit ſinging. 
Toean. Wild as Winds, and as unconfin das Air Vet l 
may reclaim him. His Follies are weakly founded, upon 
the Principles of Honour, where the very Foundation helps 
to undermine the Structure. How charming wou'd Vir- 
tue look in him, whole Behaviour can add a Grace to the 
Unſcemlineſs of Vice! ; 
My | Enter Lucinda.. 
Luc. What is the Gentleman gone? : 
Eean. Yes, Madam. He was inſtantly taken ill with a 
violent Pain in his Stomach, and was forc'd to hurry away 
ina Chair to his Lodging. £5 | 
Luc. Oh poor Gentleman! He's one of thoſe conceited- 
Fools that think no Female can reſiſt their Temptations. 
Block heads, that imagine all Wit to conſiſt in blaſpheming 
Heav'n and Women. Ill feed his Vanity, but ſtarve: 
his Love. 1 | 
And may all Coxcombs meet no better Fate, 
Who doubt our Sexes Virtue, or dare prompt our Hate. Ex. 


8 CEN E Lyrick's Chamber in Widow Bulfinch's Houſe; 
Papers ſcatter d about the Table, himſelf ſitting writing in. 

a Night-Gown andCap. „„ 1 

Lyr. Two as goood Lines as ever was written. [Ri- 

4 K gad I ſhall maul theſe Topping Fellows. Says 
r. Lee. | 


* 


Ter there be not one Glimpſe, one ſtarry Spark,. 
But Gods meet Gods, and juſile in the. Dark. 
Says little Lyri. k, 
Let all the Lights be burnt out to a Snuff, 
And Gods meet Gods, and play at Blind-man's-bufF.. 
Very well! | 
And Gods meet Gods, and ſo——fall out andcuff... . 
That's much mended. They're. as nob'e. Lines as ever, 
Were penn d. Oh! Here comes my damn'd Mule; Iam 
A | D. 3: always: 
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Inſpiration. 

Bull. Mr. Iyrick, What do you mean by all this ? Here 
you have lodg'd two Years in myHouie,promis'd meEight- 

een pence a Week for your Lodging, and I have ne'er re- 

ceiv d Eighteen Farthings, not the Value of that, Mr. Ly- 

wick, ¶ Snaps with her Fingers.] Jo ou always put me off with 
telling me of your Play, — lay— Sir you ſhall play no 
more with me, I'm in earneſt | 
Tyr. This living on Love is the deareſtLodging---a Man's 
eternally dunn'd, the' perhaps he has leſs of one ready Coin 
than t other There's more trouble 1 ina Play than yout ima- - 

| gine, Madam. | | 
Bull. There's more trouble with aLod ger than you think, 
Mr. Lyrick. 

55 Firſt, There's the Decorum of Time. 

Bull. Which you never obſerve: For you keep the worſt 
Hours of any Lodger in Town. 
Tyr. Then there's the Exactneſs of Characters. 

Bull. And you have the moſt ſcandalous one J ever heard. 

Tyr. Then there's laying the Drama. 

Bull Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 

Dr. Then there are Preparations of Incidents, working 
the Paſſions, Beauty of Expreſſion, Cloieneſs of Plot, 
ng of Place, Turn of Language, opening the Cata- 
ſtrophe — 
| Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my ow and 
Candle, dirty my Houſe, eat my Meat, deſtroy my Drink, 
wear out my Furniture I have lent you 1 out of 
my Pocket. 

Was ever poor Rogue ſo ridden? If ever the Muſes 
had a Horſe, Iam he ——F aith, Madam, poor Erde 
is jaded. 

Bull, Come, come, Sir, he ſhan't flip his Neck out of 
the Collar for all that. Money I will have, and Money I 
muſt have; let your Play and you both be damnd. 

Lyr. Well, Madam, my Bookſeller is to bring me ſome 
twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine preſently, which 
T hope will free me from your Sheets, ” 

Bu « 
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Love moi a Bonk. i | T 39 


"Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Lyrick! Pray whatd'ye mean ? I'll 
aſſure you, Sir, my Sheetsarefiner than any of your eſto _. 
ſpinning larry come up. 

Ayr. Faith you have ſpun me ſo 828. that you Why al- 
moſt crack d my Thread of Lite; as may aPBpar by my 
Spindle-ſhanks. 

Bull. Why fe Who was your Thalia and your 
Melpomene, "wiki the Taylor wou'd have ſtripped you of 
youu Silk Waſtcoat, and have clapped you on a Stone Doub- 
et? Wou'd all your Golden Verſes have * the W 3 
Fees?:? ä 
Tyr. Truly, you freed me from Goal, to confine me in a 
Dungeon; you did not ranſom me, but bought me as a 
Slave; fo, Madam, Fll purchaſe my Freedom as ſoon as 
poſlible. Eleſh and Blood can't bear it. 

Bull. Take your Courſe; Sir There were a couple of 
Gentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; and if they come 
again, they ſha'n't be put off with the old Story of your 
being abroad, I Il promiſe you that, Sir.. Exit. 

Lyr. Zoons! If this Bookſeller does not bring me Mo- 
ney. | 


Enter Pamphlet. | | 
Oh! Mr. Pam phler, your Servant. Have you perurdm my 
Poems? 

Pam. Yes, Sir; and there are ſome thin very well, ex- 
traordinary well, Mr. Lyrick: But 1 don'tt ink em for 112 
Purpoſe — Poetry is a mere Drug, Sir. | 
Hr. Is that becauſeT take Phyſiek when de "TONER 
Damn this coſtive Fellow, now he does not apprehend the 
Joke. . Le. 

Pam. No, Sir, but your Name does not recommend em. 
One muſt write him elf! intoa Conſumption before he gain 
Reputation. 

Lyr. That 1 n to lie in Bed when his Name's up. 
Now Ilye a- bed before I can gain ene WL, 
Pam. Why ſo, Sir? 

Hr. Becauſe J have ſcarcely any Cloaths t put on if 
ever Man did Penance ina white Sheet—— 

Pam. You fland only ſometimes in. a white Sheet 


for your Offences with your Landlady. Faith, 1 3 
often 
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often wonder d how: your Muſe cou d take ſuch Flights, 
yoał d to ſuch a Cart- load as ſneis. LOT S312 
yr. Oh! they are like the 1ri/þ Horſes, they draw: beſt 
by the Tail Have you ever ſeen any of my Burleſque, 
Mr. Pamphlet? Lhave a Project of turning three or — 
of our moſt topping Fellows in Doggr As for Ex- 
ample. 2 5 Xeads. 
Gonqueſt with Laurels has our Arms adorn dl. 
And Rome in Tears of Blood our Anger mourn dl. 
Now, Butchers with Roſemary lia ve aur Beef adorn' d, 
Which has in Gravy Tears our Hunger mourn l. 
How d' ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha? Wen. 
Like Gods, we paß d the rugged Alpine Hills; - | 


M elted our way, and drove our hiſſing Wheels ;, 
Tro cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills. 
New obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet; pray obſerve. 
Like Razors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage clean 
Through Rills of Fat, and Deluges of Lean. 
Pam. Very well, upen my Soul. | 
Tyr. Hurl'd dreadful Fire and. Vinegar ; ano | 
Pam. Ay, Sir, Vinegar! how patly that comes in. far 
the Beef, Mr. Lyrick! *Tisallwondrous fine indeed. 
Tyr. This is the moſt ingenious Fellow of his Trade that 
T have ſeen; he underſtands a good thing [ Aſide. ] — 
But as to our Bus neſs What are you willing to give for 
«theſe Poems? Prithee ſay ſomething there are about three 
thouſand Lines. Here, take em for a couple of Guineas. 
Pam. No, Sir, Paper is ſo exceſſive dear that I dare not 
venture upon m. | Ts 
Eyr. Well becauſe you'reaFriend I'll beſtow em upon you. 
Here take em all There's the Hopes of a Dedication 
ſtill. | e acorn þ LAlida. 
Dam. give you a thouſand Thanks, Sir; but I dare not 
venture the Hazard; they'll never quit Coſt indeed, Sir. 
HDyr. This Fellow's ane of the greateſt Blockheads. that 
ever was Member of a Corporation. How ſhall I be 


'xeveng'd 2: s 


Enter Boy. N 5 
Boy. Sir there are two Men below deſire to have the Hon 
eur af kiſſing your Hande. 


l 
yr. 
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Dye. e neee Fools by their lf 
Compliment. une "Yes [Whipers the Bey. J. — Bid m 
walk up: 

Pam. Since vou have got Company: Sir, PI dike my 
Leave. 
Lyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! We muſt 
drink before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack and a Toaſt. 
Theſe are two Gentlemen out of the Country, who will 
be for all the new things lately publiſh'd; they Il be good 
Cuſtomers — Come, ſit dovyn. You have not ſeen my 
Play yet ?--Here take the Pen and if you ſee any thingami 
correct it; I'll go bring em up — Stay, lend me your Hat 
and Wig, or ſhall take cold going down Stairs. 

[ 5 takes Pamphlet's Hat and Wig, and puts * on 


Pamphlet's Head. 
Pam. [Solu:] This is a right Poetical Cap; *tis Bay's the 
out- ſide, and the Lining Pall: [Renta — tn is 


all Stuff, worſe than his Poems. 
Enter two B ailiffs behind him, and clap him on the Shouluer. 
1 Bail. You're the King's Prifoner. | 
Pam. That's a good Func enough, Mr. oy But pray 
don't interrupt — Pm beſt Scene. I gad the Drama 
is very well laid. 
2 Bail. eng . | on - 

Pam. Well, well, Sir, 0. aer ore bed 
Mr. Þyrick, don't diſturb due . 
And furious Lightnings brandiſp d in her Eyes. 

That's true Spirit of Poetry. 
1 Bail. Zoons, Sir, do you banter us? 
 , [Takes him under each Arm, and hauls him up. 
pam. Gentlemen Ibeg your Pardon. How d' ye like 
the City, Gentlemen? If you have any occaſion for BBoks 
to carry into the Country, | can furniſh you as well as any 
Man about Pauls. Where's Mr. Lyric! 
1 Bail. Theſe Wits are damnable cunning. I 8 
have double Fees for arreſting one of you Wits. All 
Evaſions won't do; we underſtand Trap, Sir; you mu 5 
_ think to catch old Birds with Chaff, Sir. 
Fam. Zoons, Gentlemen, Pm not the Perſon! I'm a 


Freeman of the City; | have good Effects, Gentlemen, goo 
* E. 
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seas. Dye think to make a Fool of me? Tm a Book- 
Allellex, no Poet. | 1 | 


2 Bail. Ah, Sir, we know what youare by your Fool's 
1 Bail. Ves one one of your Wits would have paſs d upon 
us for a Gorn-cutter yeſterday; and was ſo like one, we 
bad almoſt believ'd him. f [ Hauls him. 
Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Officers, have a little 
Patience, and Mr. Lyrict will come up Stairs. 
I Bail. No, no; Mr. Lyrick ſnall go down Stairs. He 


_ wou'd have us wait till ſome Friends come in to reſcue him. 


Ah! theſe Wits are deviliſh cunning. 2 
N I Exeunt hauling Pamphlet. 
Enter Lyrick, Mockmode, and Club; Lyrick dreſß d. 
Lyr. Ha, ha, ha. Very poetical, Faith; a good Plot fora 
Play, Mr. Mockmede; a Bookſeller bound in Calyes-Leather. 
as, ha, ha. How they walk d along like the three Vo- 
lumes of the Engl; Rogue ſqueez d together on a Shelf. 
Mock. What was it? What was it, Mr. Lyrick? _. 
Lyr. Why, I am Stateſman, Sir. can't but laugh, to 
think how they'll ſpunge the Sheet before the Errata be 
blotted out; and then how he Il hamper the Dogs for falſe 
Impriſonment. 5 . 
Mock. But pray what's the matter, Mr Lyrick? 
Tyr. Nothing, Sir, but a ſhirking Bookſeller that ow d me 
about forty Guineas for a few Lines. He wou'd have put 
me off, ſo I ſent fot a couple of Bull-dogs ,and arreſted him. 
Mock. Oh Lard! Mr. Lyrick, Honeſty's quite out of 
Doors; tis a rare thing to find a Man that's a true Friend, 
a true Friend is a rare thing indeed! Mr, Lyrick, will you 
be my Friend? I only want that Accompliſhment. I have 
got a Miſtreſs, a Dancing and Fencing Maſter; and now I 
want only a Friend to be a fine Gentleman. 
Tyr. Have you never had a Friend, Sir? | 
- Mock. Yes, a very honeſt Fellow ; our Friendſhip com- 
menc'd in the Cellege-Cellar, and we lov'd one another like 
twoBrathers,till weunluckily fell out afterwardsat a Game 
of Tables. er 
Hr. find then that neither of you loſt by the Setting 
Ee my ſhort Acquaintance can't recommend me to 
wwcha Truſt. | 2 | Mock. 
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Mock. Pſhaw, Acquaintance . — You muſt be a Man of 
_Hvnour, as you'rea Poet, Sir. 
Lyre. But whatuſe wou d you make of a Friend Sin b 
Mock. Only to tell my Seerets to, and be my Second. 
Now, Sai muſt bebefl tokeepa Secret, 1 what A 
vou ſay to one's Prejudice will be ht Malice. Then 
you muſt have a deviliſn deal of Courage by your Heroick - "i 


| Wrivng 
; But know, that I alone am King of Me.) | 
Heav'ns! Sure the Author of that Line muſtbea 
ſtout F ellow ; it makes me vaiiant'as Hector when 
Fr. Sir, we ſtick to what we write as little — 
to ro What they preach — Beſides, Sir, there are other Qyali- 
fications requiſite in a Friend, he mult lend you Money. 
Now, Sir, I can't be that Friend, for I want forty Guineas. 
Mock. Sir, I can lend ow! fifty upon good Henne: — 
.*T was the laſt Word m Fatheripoke on his  Death-Bed 
that I ſhou'dneverlend N without Securit 
Lyr. Fie, Sir! Security from a ene, aner 
Honour by his Profeſſion too! 
Mock. By the Univerſe chars true, you we my Friend. 
Then III tell r I [They whiſper. 
Club. New will this p Wit turn my Noſeout of 
oynt— I wasmy Wade iend before, the I never 
found the Knack of borrowing Money; tho' I have re- 
_ cciy'd ſome Marks of his Friendſhip, ſome ſound Drubs 2 
about the Head and Shoulders, or ſo. I have been bound to 
D Stocks, for his breaking Windows: very 3 
often 
Lyr. Mr. Mockmode, be impes'dupgn;; 1 wou'd 
ſee this Lady you — 7 Mr. Lovewell has a Mi- 
ſtreſs nam'd Lucinda . this Houle, I 
much doubt. 
Mock. Impos d upon! that's very comical. Ha, ha, 
hal You ſhall ſee, Sir; come Pray, Sir, you're my Friend. 
Lyr. Nay, pray, indeed, Sir, I beg your {They compli- 
mm Door.) Pardon, you're a Squire, Sir. 
ock. Zauns, Sir, you lie, I'm nota Fool; Fll take an 


Affront from no Man. Draw, Sir. [Draws. 
Club. Draw, Sir, — gad 11 put his Neve out of joynt 
now. Hr. 
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Lu. UnicualNuxibers,'G Gentlemen. Gang 

_ Club. Im only my Maſter'sFriend, ks Second, 0 
has then matter noble Squire? 
. en Sir, Zauns, Lu kak 
A Ae 7 10? ctrile bi with his's Sword 


ft » Thr. Ha! A Row Efex, « a Blow-——yet I wilthe | 


calm. 
3 Sees draw, sir. | [Srrikes him, 


3 Oh Patience Heav 'n Thouart myFriend ſtill, 


Toulie, Sir. 2713 974% 
Eyr. Then thouart a Traytor, a Tyrant, a Monſter. 
Abe Zauns, Sir; you' rea Son of a drapes and a Raſcal 
Ol. A Scribler. N $2£1197 92 
: 27 Ah; ah, dat Mage home Seriblerz * 
Mock. Ay, Scribler, Ballad-maker. Dre 


Nay chen A 
1 rndtheGods will fight i it with you all. 24 21 tons 
| Enter Roebuck drum l, and OY : 4s 
0 5 Frinbe e ee, IC A4 | 
Till her Claret runs aß: OG 
Men let pullawayto. ae her: * „ e a 


ee 8 lad be Peace, 1 l 
* 2 .  Whorifuſes hisGlaſs, alk? wv» * 
PP Anil deſerve; io bo bang'd fob a Thayear. 
"Now, my Myrmidons, fall on; I have taken off — 
Dub lub, dub a dub, terht Battle: PSings. 
ons Centmen; w dont yu figlit? Blood; 
Oblige me ſo far as to fight a little; I long to ſeea tele 
8 rt. 69 
3 Step I ſeorn to ſhe w Sport to any Man. [Puts up. 
Moeck. And ſo do I, by the Univerſe. 
lub. And I by the Univerſe. | 
y. I ſhall take another time. [Exit. 
- * Roeb. Here, Raſcal, take your Chopping-knife——[Give 
Club his S word.] And eig mea Joynt of that Coward's 
Fleſh for yourkaſer' 5 Reis Fly Dog. 
[Takes him hs Noſe. 
- Club. Ah-»that Fellow's likelieft to put my oſe out of 
Oynt. 
1 yo: Now, Sir, tell me, how you durſt be a Coward. 


FYTY 
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Love and. a Bottles” 


= = 
Mock. Coward, Sir! Pma Man of a > Sir; 0 + 
have five Thouſand Acres of good fighting Ground as any 


in England, good Terra firma, Sir: Coward, Sir! Have a 
care what you ſay, Sir--- My Father wasa Parliament Man, | 
Sir ; and I was bred at the College, Sir. . 

Roe b. Oh then I know your Genealogy ; ; your Father was 
2Semor-Fellow, and your Mother was an Air-Pump. You 
wereiuckled by Platonick Ideas, and you have ſome of hy 
Mother's Milk in your Noſe yet. 

_ Mock. Form tha Propoſition by Mode and Fi —_—— 

Roeb. I told you ſo---- Blow your Noſe, Chil 2 

da care of dirtin —_ Philoſophical Slabbering Bib. 


Moc. Whatd'ye mean, Sir? 

Roeb. Your tach d Band, ſet by Mode and Fig „Sir. 

Mock. Band, Sir!--- This Fellow's blind, I wear 
2 Cravat, Sir. 

Korb. Then {eta good Face upon the matter. Throw 


off Childiſnneſs and Folly, with your Hanging · ſleeves. 
Now you have — — ak, learn. 

Mock. This Fellows an Atheiſt by the Univerſe! III take 
notice of him, and inform againſt him for being drunk. — 
Pray, Sir; what's your Name? 

Roeb. My Name! by the Lord, I have 3 7 
ſhall think on'tby and by. 

Mock. —_ ro your own Name! Your Memory 

mult be very 


W e lot ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this Morn= 


ve forgot it already. 
2 Wasy Worſhip then Turkor Few before I 
knew he was {ome damn d bloody Dog. [Aa. 


Roeb. Sir, I have been Turk, or Jew rather, ſince; for 
I have got a plaguy Heatheniſh Name Pox ont 
Ohl now Ihave it. A- Mock -. Mockmode. 
s ali Mockmode! Mockmode! Sir, pray how do you 
at? 
Roeb. Go you to your A, B, C, you camelaſt from the 
Univerſity. 9 
Mock. Sir, I'm call d 2 What Family are 1 
you of, Sir? 
Roev, What Family are 3 of, Sir? 


Mock. 
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Love and 4 Bottle. 
a - Mack. Of Meckmode-Hallin Sh pſhire. EX 

+ Roeb. Then I'm of the ſame, 1 believe. —- Fancy, Sir, 
that you and 1 are near Relations. 

- Mock. Relations! Sir, there are but two Fargilies; 3 my 
Father s, Whois eee and his Brother Colonel Peace- 
able Mockmode. 

: Roeb. Ay, ay, the very fame Colonel Peaceable— Is 
be not he Colonel of Militia 1 

Mock, Ves, Sir. | 

RNoeb. And was 5 Ot he High-Sherlf of Ron the «Coun kf 
Year? 

Mock. The very ame, Gi e it 

Roeb. The very ſame; I'm of that Family —Andyou 
Father dy'd about let me — 

Mock. About half a Year ago. | 
' Roeb. Exactly; by the ſame token you got drei ata 
Hunting Match that very Day ſeven-· night he was bury d. 

Mock. This Fellows a Witch. But it looks very ſtrange 
that you ſnou d be chriſten d this Morning. I'm ture your 
Godtathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer for. 

- Roeb. Oh, Sir, Pm of Age to anſwer for my ſelt. 

Moc k. One wou'd not think ſo, you re ſo forgettul. *Tis 
two and twenty Years ſince I was chriſten d, and! can re- 
member my Name ſtill. 

Reb. Come, well take Glaſs of Wine, and that wil 
clear our Underſtanding. We'll remember our Friends. 

Mock. You muſtexcule me, pern This: is ſome Shar- 
Pe: Ade. 

Roeb. Nay, prithee Couſin, good Se Mochmode, one 
Glaſs. I know youarcan honeſt Fellow. We muſt re- 
member our Relations in the Country indeed, Sir. 

Mock. Oh, Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory you can never 
call em to mind. You have forgot your ny, If, Sir, Mock- 
molle is a Heatheniſh Name, Sir, and all that, Sir; And ſo 
I beg your Pardon, Sir, [ Exit. 

Roeb. Now were Lawyer enough, by thatlittle Inquiry 
into that Fellows Concerns, I cou'd bring .n a falſe Deed to 
cheat him ot his Eſtate. 

ä 
Where the Devil is thy Maſter? You ſaid I ſhow's ind him 
hete. Bruſh. 
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Bruſh: Tis impoſſible for . — or me, or ly Podgrs 
find hen 

— | Becauſe he has loſt himſelf. TheDevil has made 

ihe Ul of him, I believe. He's here now; then, 
He, paſs in an inſtant. He has got ſome damn d Bus neſs 
— Day in hand. 

" Roeb, Ah, ſoit ſeems — I muſt be Squire Mockmods, 
and honourable Miſtreſ in the Devil's Name! Well, let my 
ſober thinking Friend plot on, and lay Traps to catch Fu- 
turity; I'm for holding faſt to the preſent. I have got a- 
bout twenty Guineas in my Pocket; and whilſt they laſt 
the Devil take George if he thinks of Futurity ; III. go bend 
in hand with Fortune. 

She is an honeſt, giddy, reeling punk, 
13 Head, ber WWheel, turn ** as we both ave A 


3 8 8 ogy 0 Ye 
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A CT IV. SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 


Enter Leanthe and pindreſs following with a Paper of $ weer” 
meats in her Hand. 


Pind. TERE, here, Page, your Lady has ſent you 40 
Sweet - meats; but indeed you ſha nt have em 
ill you. \ hire me. 

Lean. She ſent ſour Sauce, when ſhe made you the 
Bearer. ' Alide. 
Pind. Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly ſo me: 

hncholy ? Come, you muſt be merry, and ſhall be —_— 
T ll get youſome Play-things. 

Lean. I believe you ant Play-things more than —— 
But I wou'd be private, Pindreſi. 

Pind. Well, my Child, I'll be private with you: Boys 
and Girls ſhou'd-ſtill be private to we may be as re- 
tir'd as we pleaſe; for my Miſtreſs is 4 her Cloſer; 
and all the Servantsare below. But what Concerns have 
jour. ? I'm ſure, ſuch alittle Boy can have no great Bus neſs 
E-2- Lean, 


1 Pindreſs, 1 have great Inclination— 
23  Pind. To what? To do what, Sir on 
ri all in vain — youfha'n't doit; you need notasł it. 
Tean. Only to kiſs Liſſes her. 
Pind. Oh fie, Sir? Indeed l none of Jour Kiſſes. Take I 
it back again, [KiJes him. Is not the taſte of che Sweet- 
meats Pretty ut m 1 
\ Lean. Oh — — your lor Chaps et-. 
jog your Lips, 1 


8 ind. Indeed, Mr. Page, Lwon't pay du ehe Kiſſes you 1 
won from me laſt Night at Croſs-purpoles; and — Ao 
think to keep my Pawn neither. Pray give me my Han- 
gary Bottle. — As I hope to be ſav d, Iwill have my Hun- ( 
gary Bottle. | Rummaging him.] I'm ſtronger than 

7ou.— Pllcarry you in, and throw you upon the and ] 

take it from you [ Takes him up in her Arms. 
Lean. Help! help! I ſhall be raviſh'd! Help! help! _ 

Enter Lucinda, 
Tuc. What's the matter? Oh blef me? | 
Pind. Oh dear, Madam, this unlucky Boy had amol 
$oil'd me, Did not your Ladyſhip hear me cry I ſnou d be 
raviſh'd? I was ſo weak, I cou d not reſiſt the little ſtrong 

Rogue he whip'd me up in Arms, like a Baby ; and had not 

your Ladyſhip come in 5 

Luc. What, Sirrah! wou d you debauch my Maid, * | | 
little Cock. Sparrow? muſt you be Billing tos? I have 4 | 

great mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. | 
© Pind. Ohdear, Madam, let me do't. Ill take * into ä 
the Room, and I will fo chaſtiſe him 
Lue. But do you think you'll be able, Pindrefs? I'll ſend 
one of the Men to he Jou. 
Pind. No, no, : Lcow'd _ him with 27 
Hand See here, Maar. | 
Tikes him in her Arms, andis running away. 
Luc. Held, hold! Is this you that the little firong 
Rogue hadalmoſtraviſh'd ? He be tch'd you up in his Arms 
like a Baby! Ah Pindrefs, Pindreſs! I fee yare very 
weak indeed. Are not ag aſham d Girl, to debauch my 
little Bo y? 


ws wc „ wy 
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Pind. Your Lady ſhip gave me Orders to make him mer - 

ry, and divert his Melancholy; and Tknow no better way 
than to teize him à little. l'm afraid the Boy is troubld 
with the Rickets, and a little ſnaking, Madam, wou'd do- 


him ſome good. 5 „ 25 
Lean. Im tird with Impertinence, and have other Bus- 
neſs to mind. | Aſiae Exit. 


Pind. 1 hope your Ladyſhip entertains no ill Opinion ot 


my . .- | | 
Luc. Truly I donꝭt know what to think on't: But Ive (o 
an Opinion of your Senſe, as to believe. you wou'd. 
not play the Fool with a Chid.. 5 
Pind. We re all ſubject to playing the fool, if you continue 
your Reſolution im marry ing thet rff Man that asks you the : 
Queſtion. 555 
1 No, my. Mind's chang' d; I'll never marry any 


the former. ¶ Aſide.] Ah, Madam, Madam! If you ne- 


ver believe Man again, you muſt never be Woman again; 


for tho' we are as cunning as Serpents, we are. naturally as. 
flexible too. Speak ingeniouſſiy, Madam, if Mr. ! ovewell 
ſhou'd, with anamorous Whine, and ſuppliant Cringe, tell 
you a formal Story, contrary to what we ſuſpect; wou d 
you not believe him? 5 3 5 

Luc. What, believe his vain Aſſertions, before the De- 
monſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's not fo 
blind. D,d I nat ſee his Miſs and his Child; did not I beizo'd - 
him giving her Mony? Did 1 not hear him declare, h 
would ſettle her in a Lodging? 

 Pind. But, Madam, upon ſerious Reflection, where's 

the great Har m in all this? moſt Ladies wou'd be over joy d 
at ſuch a Diſcovery of their Lover's Ability. The Child 
ſeem'd a luſty chopping Boy; and let me tell you, Madam, 
it muſt be a luſty chopping Boy that got it. | 

Luc. Urge no farther in his Defence; he's a Viliin, and 
of all Villains I hate moſt an hypocritical one. The Ladies - 
give him. the Epithet of modeſt, and the Gentlemen that 
of ſober Lovewell. Now methinks, ſuch a piece of De- 
bauchery fits fo aukwardly on a Perſon of his Character, 


E. 3 thar 
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Pind. 1 dare ſwear that-Reſolution breaks ſooner than 
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that it adds an Unſeemlineſs to the natural Vileneſs of ̃ the | 
Vice; and he that dares be a Hypocrite in 3 


certainly be one in Love. Stay, isnot that he: 
J SD on... Toad. 
Ping. Yes, Madam; I believe he is going to the Park. 
Luc. Call a couple of Chairs quickly; we'll thither 
maſqu d. This Days Adventures argue ſome intended Plot 
upon me, which I may countermine by only ſetting a Face 
upon the matter. Puts her Mast on. 
For as Hypocriſie in Men can move, 1 
HFlere s the beſt Hy pocrite in ſemale Love, , 
Oz even ſcore⸗ A gung Heaven took care; FED 
Since Men falſe Hearts, that we ſalſe Faces wear. [Exit. 


S C. E. N E, : the Park.. 


Enter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting; Lyrickreading : 
L Rack thy Reputation, blaſt thy Fame, "Nee; 
And iu ſtrong grinding Satyr, gibbet up thy Name. 

Love. What! in a Rapture, Mr. 1 yrick? | 


Tyr. Alittle Poetical Fury, that'sall. 1/11 Squire him; 
Flldraw his Character for the Buffoon of a Farce; he ſhall 
be as famous in a Ballad as Robin Hood, or. Litile Fohn; my 
Muſes ſhall haunt him like Dæmons; they ſhall make him 
more ridiculous than Don Quixot. | | oy 

Love. Becauſe he encounter'd your Windmil-Pate._—' 
Ha, ha, ha! Come, come, Mr. Lyrick you muſt be 
. ! 

Lyr. Pacify d, Sir! Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, has not a 
grain of Senſe. Were he an ingenious Fellow, or a Man of 
Parts, I cou d bear a kicking from him; but an abuſe from a 

Blockhead! I can never ſuffer it. BR. 

Pert Blockhead, who haas turchas'd by the School, 

 FuſtSenſeenoughto make a noted Fool. 
That ſtings, Mr. Lovewell. 

Love. Pray, Sir, let me ſee it. 3 

Hr. This is imperfect, Sir: But if you pleaſe to give 
your Judgment on this Piece. [Gives him a Paper. Tis 
a Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings. | = 

Love. Ay, you Poets mount fitſt on the Shoulders of your 
Predeceſſors, to ſee farther into making 3 and 

8 | having 
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having ; ou ſpurn them under-, 
for. I think y ods ge rd youu to their very: 
3c: FE 

r. Ay, if moſt of their Writings had been burnt! T 
declare, Mr. Lovewell, their Fame has only made them the 
more remarkably fau'ty : Their great Beauties only illuſt- 
rate their greater Errors. 

Love, Well, you ſaw the new Tragedy laſt We how 
did it pleaſe ye: ” 

r. Very well; it made me laugh heartily. 

e. What, laugh at a Tragedy 8 

r. I laugh to ſee the ladies cry; to ſee ſo * weepa at 

te Death of the fabulous Hero: Who wou'd but laugh, if 

the Poet that made em werehang'd! On m Conſcience, 

theſe Tragedies make the Ladies vent all their Love and 

Honour at their Eyes, when the ſame white Handkerchief 

that blows their Noſes, muſt be a Winding Sheet to the de- 

ceaſed Hero. 

love. Then there's ſomethin in the Handkerchief to 

embalm him, Mr. Lyrick, 'Ha, ha, —But what Reliſh 
have you of Comedy? 

Hr. No ſatisfactory one. My Curioſity is foreſtall'd 
by a Fore-knowledge of what ſhall happen: For as theHero- 
in Tragedy, iscithera whining, cringing Fool, that's al- 
ways a ſtabbing himſelf, or a ranting, heQtoringBully,that's 
for ki oe. body e 'fe: So PE n 1 is al- 
ways the Poet's Character. 

Love. What's that? | 

Tyr. ACompound of practical Rake, and ſeculative N 
Gentleman, who always bears off the great Fortune in the 
Play, and ſhams the Beau and Squire with a Whore or 
Chambermaid ; and as the Cataſtrophe of all Tragedies is 
Death, ſo the End of Comedies is Marriage. 

Love. And ſome think that the moſt Tragical Conclu- 
ſion of the two. 

Lyr. And therefore my Eyes arediverted bya better Co- 
med) in 8 than that upon the Stage Ihave often 
wonder d, why Men ſhould be fond of ſeeing Fools ill re- 
Preſented, when at the fame. Time and Place they 

behold the — Originals acting their Parts to the 
Life in their Boxes Love. 
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Cove. Oh be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Lyrick, tis. 
your Intereſt, Beauty is the Deity of Poetry; and. if you 
rebel, you'll certainly run the Fate of your firſt Parent the 


Devil. | 


Lyr. You'reout, Sir. Beauty isa merciful Deity, and. 


allows us ſometimes to be a little Atheiſtical ; and tis ſo in- 
dulgent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it tho in the worſt 


Habit, that of Satyr. Beſides, there can appear no greater 


Argument of our Eſteem, than Railery, becauſe tis ſtill 
founded upon ]ealouſie; occaſion d by their preferring ſenſe- 
leſs Fools to Men of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders of 
the Empire. 3 ; 5 
Eove. Now I think theſe Favourites of the Ladies are 

more witty than you. 
"th How 10, pray Sir? | 

Love. Becauſethcy play the fool, conſcious that it will. 
pleaſe; and you're a Wit, v hen ſenſible that Coxcombs only 
are encourag d. I wonder, Mr. Lyrick, that a Man of your 
Senſe ſhou'd turn Poet; you'll hardly ever find a Man that is 
capable of the Employment will undertake it. 
Tyr. The Rea on of that is, every one that knows not a. 
Tit e of the Matter, pretends tobe a Judge of it. By 
the Lard, Mr. Lovewell, I puttheCriticks next to the Plague, 
Peſtilence and Famine in my Litany.— Had you ſeen 
em laſt Night in the Pit, with juch demure ſupercilidus 
Faces. their contemplative Wigs thruſt judiciouſly baek- 
wards; their Handsrubbing their Temples, to chaſe ill Nature; 


and with a hiſſing venomous Tongue, pronouncing Pit? 
Stuff! Intolerable ! Damn bim - Lord have Mercyupon us. 


Love. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſhas they are 
ill- natur d; fond of being thought Wits, who ſhall laugh 
outragioully at every ſmutty Jett ; cry very well, by Gad; 


that's fine, by Heavens; and ifa Diſtich of Rhime happens, 


Lyr. That'sthe Jeſt. . The Wit lies in their Hands; and 
if you would ella Poet his Fortune, you muſt gather it from 
the Palmiſtry of the Audience; for as nothing's ill ſaid, but 
what's ill taken; ſo nothing's. well ſaid, but what's 
well taken. And between you and I, Mr. Lovewetl, 


they clap ſo loud, that the drown the Jeſt. | 


Poetry, without theſe laughing Fools, were a Bell. 
- | without 
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without a Clapperj and an em a Bus neſa, 1 
for nothing; and all we Profeſſors might go hangour 
Pros Ha, ha, — thought Poetry was in- 
ve. 4 
Lyr. Ok Gad forgive me, that's true: To Ladies it is 
morally beneficial; for ou muſt know, they are t too nice 
to read Sermons; 'fuch'l are too groſs for their 
reſin d Apprehen liens; but any Precepts that may be inſtilld 
by eaſie Numbers, ſuch as by Rocheſter, and others, make 
t Converts. Then they hate to hear a Fellow in aChurch 
reach methodical Nonſenſe, with a Firſtiy, Secondiy, and 
Thirdly: But they take up with ſome of our modern Plays 
intheir Cloſet, where the Morality muſt bedeviliſh inſtruc- 
tive— But I muſt be gone; here comesthe Squire, What, 
in the Name of Wonder, has he got with him. 
1 which ſhall T7 youa more plentiful R 9 
ven our Lampoon, 1 with me in 
Plot. To the better of 01 ＋ 
ſeemingly reeonciłd to him. Let's ſtepaſide, andobſerve 
em, while I give you a hint of the matter. 
Exeunt between the Scenes, andſoem to confer and h · arten. 
Enter Moekmode, leading Trudge dre d lite a Widow. 
Mock. This is very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather indecd. 
Madam; *twill do abundance of good to the Graſs and 


| Trud. Ay, Sir, the $aregrown a great length, and 
I think on bo eos better here n i in Ireland. 
Mock. Why, Madam, were you ever there? 
Trud. Oh no! Not J indeed, Sir; but Thave heard my 
firſt Husband (reſt Mio Soul) By ſo; he was an Iriſh Gentle 
man. 
Mock. I find, ou have loyd your firſt Hus- 
band mightily, for you ue > 2 his Tone in Diſcourſe. — 


Pray, Madam, vrhat did that Mourning coſt a Vard? 

Trud. O Lard ! What ſhallI ay now? Tis none of mine. 
[4/ide.) It coſt, Sir; let me ſee---it coſt me about--- but 
22 my Steward bought i it for me, I never buy ſuch ſmall 
tums. 

Mock. By the Univerſe, ſhe muſtbe plaguy rich! 11 w_ 


ich, you muſt be 
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be brisk. ¶ Aſide.] FU Maar I: pray r | 
will you give us a Song? 

Trud. A Song! Indeed then 1 had a good Voice, before 
Mr. Roebuck ſpoild it. 

Mock. Mr. Roebuck! Was that your firſt Husband ;Name, 
Madam z © 

Love behind.] She'll Seda! 7 

Trud. No, Sir; Roebuck was a Doctor that tet me Blood 
under the Tongue for the Qꝝ inſey, and made me hoarſe 
ever ſince. 

. Mock. By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, ad Pu ben litt 
brisk. Madam, will you grant me a ſmall Favour, and 
I will bend upon my Knees to receive it. CLKucels. 
Trudg. W hat is t pray? 
Mock. Only totake off your Garter. 
Lovewell Enters. 
h Zoons, her thick Leg wilidiſcoverall l leare; 
Sir, have youany Pretenſions to this Lady? 
{Puſhes Mockmode few, 

Mock. I don't know whether this be an Affront or not: 
[A ſide.]— Pretenſions, Sir! I have ſo great a Venera- 
tion for the Lady, that I honour any Man that has Preten- 
ſions to her Demm me, Sir, may Lcrave the Honour of ; 
your Acquaintance ? 

Love. Na, Sir. ; 

Meck. No, Sir! I gad that —_ be Wit, for it 8 

ood Manners. Sir, I reſpe& all Metrof denſe, and 
wou'd therefore beg to know your Name. 

Love. No matter, Sir, I know your Name's . 

Mock. By the Univerſe, that's very comical ! That a 
Fellow ſhou'd pretend to tell me my own Name !——Anos 
ther Queſtion, if you pleaſe, Sir. | 
Love. What is it, Sir? ; 

| Mock, Pray, Sir, what's myChriften'd Name? ? 

Love. Sir, you don't know. 

Mock. Zauns, Sir, wou'd you perſuade me out of my 
Chriſten'd Name? I'll lay you a Guinea that Ido know, by 
the Univerſe [ Pulls a Handful of Money out.] Here's Sil- 
ver, Sir, here's Silver, Sir; I can command as much Mo-- 
nex.as another, Sir; Iamat Age, Sir, and I won't be ban- 
ter d, Sir. 5 Love. 
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| * 
Love and 4 Bottle. 
Love. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you: Rival; for 
your Love to this Lady, is the only ſign of Chri 

you can boaſt of. And now, Sir, my Name's Lovewell. 

Mock. Then I ſay, Sir, that your Love to that Lb 
the only * a Turk you can brag of. — I wiſh Club 
were come. LAſide. 

Love. Sir, I ſhall certainlyeammcile: you, if you make 
any farther Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here. 

Es Circumciſe me! Circumciſe a Pudding's end, 

Sir. Zauns, Sir, I'l be jndg d by the Lady who-merits 
Circumciſion moſt, you or 1, Sir. Theſe London: Blades 
are allſtark mad ¶ Lucinda en ei, anũ abſervies Lovewelll 

_ courting Trudge in dumb Signs. ] I met ang Hours 
ago, that kad forgot his Name, and thisfellow you'd per-! 

A me now, that I had forgot mine. .;Mr:Lyricks the 
N dating 8 to me. I muſt be Friends with 
him, e bad Lemay have Occaſion for ſuch a Friend: 
I'll find him out ſtrait. LE. 
Love. Madam willyou alk | [Exit with Trage. 
Lucinda andPindreſs coves forward, ps Seils — Fi 

Tus Now my Doubtsare remov d. : 

Fin, Mine are more puzzling.” There, muſt be 12 
_ g in this more chan We imagine. ' You had beſt totalk 
to him. 

Luc. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poiſon in it, and cha I 
cou'd ſpit Death in his Face. 

Pin. If he is Lang your hard Uſage this Morning has et : 
calion'd it. | 

Luc. Tamgladon't; I've gain'd by the Los, 1 geſpiſe 
him more now than ever I loy'd him. That Paſſion which 
can ſtoop ſo low as that Blowze, is an Object too mean for 
any Thing but my Scorn to levelat. | 

Pin. This were a critical Minute for 7 new Lover the 
Squire, I fancy; Mr. Lovewell's Dilgrace wou'd bring 
him into Favour preſently. 

Luc, It certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a Fool as to- 
ther's falſe. 

Pin. You may be miſtaken in your Opinion of him, as 
muchas you have been in Mr. Lovewell. 

Luc. No, Pindreſi; I ſha l find what I read in the laſt Miſ- 
cellanies very true. But 
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Lave aud 4 Bottle. 


- But two Diftinfions their whole Sex does part ; 105 
ne e are all Rognes by Art. 555 
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- Enter bare Maſque croſſing the Stage, and Rocbuck 


Had, *Sdeath ; What a Coney-be h's here! The 
Trade on. This is the great Empot᷑y of 
Lewdneſs as the Change isof Knavery The Merchants 

— 3 | 


chiatthe World there, and their Wives gall 


- * M ' - 5 
- Roed/: Short and pinky. —1 ever Worn puke Truth, 


1 believe chou haſt [Second Maſque pulls im by the 


0 Sew] Have you any Buſineſs LE Madam? 


nay ray, 1 8 be eivil; you're miſtaken, Sir 1 
an Heepen d Fellovrallthis eros. [Aſides 


725 


- 


f. ve eh Meda, 5 br! ent vr 

; very liked amn; magie d you modeſt. 

an, for Pin marry'd. of 

ſr And marry'd to your Sorrow, I warrant you! 

2 M, Yes, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Roeb, I knew i it. I have met above a dozen this Even- 
/ in their Sorrow —— Then I ſuppoſe you're 
itizen' s Wife; and by the Broadneſs of your Bottom, I 


1 


? esl ſs you fat very much bekind a Counter. 


2 277. Mot Husband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. 


Roeb. Zoons, a gy, a es one, wan = rhe 
Madam, he 


keeping on my Hat ſo long Tis very 
ſhou'd Got do you Juſtice: Has not he an Eſtate in Tail, 


Madam ? 
2 Maſ. I ſeldom ——— Papers: are a Parcel 
of o'ddry ſhrivePd Parchments ; and this C Court hand is ſo 


deviliſhcrabbed, I can't endure it. 
, Madam, you want a 


Korb. Umph.— Then I fop 
young Lawyer to put your Caſe to, But — Madam, 1 


am a ſud getoo. . 
Judg 8 
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Enter Lovewell. 

2 Maſ. O Heavens forbid! Such a young Man! 

Rosb. That's, Il do nothing without a Bribe Pray, 
Madam, how does that Wateh ſtrike ? WT, 

2 Maſ. It never ſtrikes, it only points to the Buſineſs, as 
you muſt do, without telling Tales. Dare ye meet metws 
Hours hence? | 3 

Roeb. Ah, Madam, but I ſhall never hit the Time ex- 
atly withouta Watch. 


2 Maſ. Well, take it At Ten exactly, at the Fountain 


in the Midale- Temple. Cook upon Littleton be the Word. Ex. 
Roe. So- f the Law be all ſuch Volumes as thou, 
Mercy on the poor Students! From Cook upon Littleton in 
Sheets deliver me. . | | 
Love. Whatengag'd? Myrmidon! I find you ll never quit 
the Battle, ti yas have crack d a Pike in the Service. 
Roeb. Oh, dear Friend! Thou'rt critically come to my 
Relief; for faith Pmalmoſtrir'd. | 
Love. What a miſerable Creature is a Whofe! whom 
2 Fool dares pretend to love, and every wiſe Man 
tes. | 
Roeb. What, Moralizing 2 75 Oh T'll tell thee News, 
Man! I'm enter d in the Inns, by the Lard! 
Love. Pſhaw! 


| Roeb. Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my Note of 


Admiſſion, 

Love. A Gold Watch, Boy! 
Roeb. Ay, a Gold Watch, Boy. 
Love. Whence had you Money to buy it: 
Roeb. I took it upon Tick, and I deſign to pay honeſtly; 


[Shews the Watch. 


Love. Idon'tlike this running o'th? Score. But What 


News from Lucinda, Boy? Is ſhe kind? Ha? 
Enter a Maſque croſſing the Stage. | 
Roeb. Ha! there's a ſtately Cruiſer; I muſt give her 
one Chace ll tell you when I return, ¶ Exit running. 
a Love. 1 bad he has been at a 8 n 
his Eagerneſs for the Game here. I begin to repent me o 
* I believe her Virtue ſo ſacred, that tis a 
piece of Atheiſm to diſtruſt its Exiſtence. But Jealouſia 


in Love, like the Devil in Religion, is ſtillraiſing Doubts, 
| * Which 
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which without a firm Faith i in what we adore, wil cer- 
. . | 
Enter a Porter. 


Por. Is your Name Mr. Roebuck, Sir? | 
Love. What wou'd you have with Mr. Roehnch, s Sir * 
Por. | have a ſmall Noch the him, Sir. 
Love. Let me ſee't. ; 

Por. Ay, Sir; if your Name be Mr. Roebuck, Sir. ED 
Love. My.Name is Roebuck, Blockhead. e | 


For. God bleſs you, Maſter. 
[ Gives him a Litter, oY Pxit: | 


Love. This is ſome tawdry Billet, witha ſcrawling Ar 
dieu at the end ont. Theſe ſtrolling Jades know a young 
wholeſome Fellow newly come to Town, as well as a Pa- 
ſon's Wife does a fat Gooſe. Tis certainly ſome Secret, 
and therefore ſhall be known. ” pers the Letter. 

S1 KR,” Treſday three a Clock. 
M Behaviour towards you this Morning was ſomewhat 

ſtrange; but I ſhall tell you the Cauſe of it, if you meet 
me at Ten this Night in our Garden; the Batk-door ſhall be 
open. Your's Lucinda. 
Oh Heavens! Certainly i it can t be! L, UC. LN. D, A; that 
ſpells Woman. Twas never written ſo plain before. Roe- 
buck, thou'rt as true an Oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one. Oh 
thou damn'd Sybil! I have courted thee theſe three V ears, 
and cou'd never obtain above a Kiſs of the Hand, and this 
Fellow in an Hour or two has obtain'd the Back-door open. 
Mr. Roebuck, ſince I have diſcover'd ſome of your Secrets, 
III make bold to open ſome more of em But how ſhall 
I ſhake him off? Oh, I have it; Ill ſeek him inftantly, 
| Exit, 

Enter Roebuck meeting the Porter. L 

| Roeb. Here, you Sir, have you a Note for one Roebuck? 

Por, Thad, Sir, but I gave it to him juſt now? 

Roeb. Vou lie, Sirrah; Iam the Man. 

Por. Ian t poſitive I gave it to the right Perſon; but I'm 
very ſure I did, for he anſwer d the Deſcription the Page 
ve toa T, Sir. 

Roeb. Twas well J metthat Page, Dog, or now ſhow's 

I cut thy Throat, Raſcal, 


Por. 
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Por. Bleſs your Worſhip, nk sir. [Exit. 

Roe6, At ten, inthe Garden! The Back-door open ! Oh 
the delicious Place and Hour! Soft panting Breaſts ! Trem- 
bing Joynts! Melting Sighs! And eager Embraces! _—Oh 
Extaſie But how to ſhake off Lovewell!_—This is his 
nicely Virtuous! Ha. ha, ha, —This is his innate Principle 

of Virtue! ha, ha, ha. 
Enter Lovewell. 

Love, How now! Why ſo merry? | 

| Roeb. Merry! Why, twould make a Dog ſplit, Many 
Ha, ha, ha The Watch, Sir, the Watch; Ha, ha, ha. 

Love. What of the Watch? you laugh by the Hour; 
you'll be run down by and by, ſure! | 
Roeb. But] ſhall be wound up again, This Watch I had 
for a Fee, Lawyer— Shou'd I ever be try'd before this 
Judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how gravely this Gooſe- 
Cap fits upon a pair of Horns ; Ha, ha, ha. 

Love, Thour't Horn-mad. Prithee leave [mpertinence, 
I receiv'd a Note juſttiow. 

| Roeb, A Note! Sdeath, what Note! What d ye mean? 
Who brought it? 

Love. Gentleman tis a Challenge. 
Roeb. Oh, thanks to the Stars! I'm gad ont. ¶ Aide. 
Love. And you may be ſignally rviceable to me in this 

Affair. I can give you no greater Teſtimony of my Af 
fection, than deal too free with you. 


** 


Reb. What needs all this Formality ? Ill be thy Second, 
without all this Impertinence. 
Tove. Thexe's more than that, Friend. ln the firſt 
Place, I don't underſtand a Sword; and again, I'm _ 
call d to the Bar this Term, and ſuch a Buſineſs might 
judice me extremely. So, Sir, you mult meet and he 
for me. | 
Roeb. Faith, Lovewell. J ſhan't ſtick tocut a Throat for 
my Friendatany time, ſol may doit fairly, or ſo 
The Hour and Place? 
Love. This very Evening in Moorfields. 


Roeb. Umph! How will you employ your ſelf the while ? 
Love. I'll follow you at a diſtance, leſt you have any coul 


Play. 


EF 2 | Roeb. 
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Psb. Which if you do——-No, faith Ne, finee Pmto 


_ anſwer an Appointment for you, you muſt make good an 
Aſſignation for me. I'm to meet one of your Ladies at the 


Fountain in the Temple to-night. You may be call'd to the 
Bar there, if you will. This Watch will tell you the Hour, 
and ſhallbe your Paſs-port. Let me have yours. | 
[Change Watches. 
Love. Oh! Was that the Jeſt? Ha, ha, ha_—Well,. I will 
anſwer an Aſſignation for you ſure enough. Ha, ha, ha.— 
How readily does the Fool run to have his Throat cut? 
| - [ Afede. 
© Roe. How eagerly now does my Moral Friend run 285 
Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind! 1 have ſhabb'd 
him off purely. But prithee, Ned, where had you this 
fine Jewel ? [ Viewing one ty d to the Watch. 
Cove. Pſhaw ! a Trifle, a Trifle; from a Miſtreſs 
Take care ont tho'. But hark ye, G#orge; don't puſh too. 
home; have a care of whipping thro' the Guts. 
Roeb. Gad, I'm afraid one or both of us may fall. But 
d' e hear, Ned, remember you ſent me on this Errand, and 
are therefore anſwerable for all Miſchief; If I do whip my 
Adverſary thro the Lungs, or ſo, remember you ſet me 
upon't. | 
Love. Well, honeſt George, you won't believe how much 
you oblige me in this Courtelte, | 
RNoeb. You know always I oblige my ſelf by ſerving my 


Friend I never thought this Spark was a Coward before, 


Ide, 
Love. I never imagin'd this Fellow was ſo eaſie be ore. 
LAſde.] Well, good Succeſs to us both; and when we meet, 
we Il relate all Tranſactions that paſs. | 
Roeb. That you're a Fool. 
Love. That you're an Aſs. Exeunt ſeverallh, laugbing. 


Re-enter Love well croſſing the Stage haſtily, Mockmode and 


Lyrick following him. 
Lyr. Mr. Lovewell, a word w'ye. 
Love. Letit be ſhort, pray Sir, for my Bus'neſs is urgent 
and tis almoſt dark. 
Tyr. I'm reconcil'd to the Squire, and want only the Pre- 
ſent ment of a Copy of Verſes to ingratiate my ſelf wholly, 
| 9 throughly 
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throughly. Let me have that Piece Llent you juſt now. 4 
Love. Ay, ay, with all my Heart. Here, farewel. by 
[Pulls the Poem haftily, and juſtles out a Letter with it, 43 
which Mockmode takes up. : 
Lyr. Now, Sir, here's a Poem, which (according to the 
way of us Poets) I ſay; was written at fifteen, but between 
you and l, it was made at frve and twenty. 1 
Mock, Five and twenty When is a Poet at Age, pray, 
8 . 
Tyr. At the third Night of l is firſt Play; for he's never 
a Man till then. 7 | 

Nock. But whenat Vears of Diſcretion ?. 

Dr. When they leave writing, and that's ſeldom or never. 

Mock. But who are your Guardians? | 

Lyr..The Criticks, who with their good Will, wou'd' 
never let us come to Age. But what have you got there? 

Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't know; tis a Woman's 
Hand; ſome Billet-Deux, I ſuppoſe; it juſtld out of Love- 
well's Pocket. We'll to the next Light and read it. Exeunt. 1 

SCENE a dar Arbour in Lucinda's Garden. 

OX Enter Roebuek olus. e 

Roeb. Oh, how I reverence a Back- door half open, half 
ſhut! *Tis the narrow Gate to the Lover's Paradiſe; C 
pid ſtood Centry at the Entrance; Love was the Word, and 
he let me paſs Now is my Friend pleading for Life; he 
fas a puzzling Caſe to manage, ten to one he's non - ſuited 
Ihave gulli d him fairly. | 

Enter Lovewell. 

Love. I've got in, thanks to my Stars, or "#1: ur the Clouds, 
whoſe Influence is my beſt Friend at preſent. Now is Ro- 
buck gazing, or rather groping about for a Fellow with a + 
long Sl ; and I know his fighting Humour will be as 
mad to be baulk'd by any Enemy; as by a Miſtreſs. 

Roeb. Hark, hark! I hear a Voice; it muſt beſhe—_ - 
Lucinda! © 9 — 

Love. True to the Touch, I find. Is it you, my Dear? 

Roeb. Yes, my Dear. | 

Love. Let me embrace thee, my Heart. 

Roeb. Come to my Arms. | | 
[un into each others Arms. Finding the Miſtake ſtart tack: 

. 1 F. 3 | Love. 


— es 
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4A 62 | Love and * | 


Love. *Slife! a Man! 
Roeb. *Sdeath! a Devil And wert thou a Legion, here 8 
a Wand ſhou'd conjure thee down Draws. 
Love. We ſhall find whoſe Charm is ſtrongeſt. i Draws. 
[They puſh by one another; Roebuck paſſes out at the oppo- 
fite Door: And as Lovewell is paſſing out on the other 


fide of the Stage, 
4 Enter Leanthe. 


Lean. Mr.Roebuck' Sir! Mr, Roebuck!) 
[With a Night-gown ouer his C loaths. 

Love. That's a Woman's Voice, I'll iwear— Madam 

Lean. Sir. 

Love. Come, my dear Lucinda; T've ſtaid a little too 
long ; but making an Apology now were only lengthning 
the Offence. Let's into the Arbour, and make up for the 
Moment's miſpent. 

Lean. Hold, Sir : Do you love this Lucinda, you Te ſo 
fond of hauling into the Arbour? 

Love. 7 all that's powerful. 

Lean. Falſe, falle e re [A/ide.] I am loſt. 

Love. Madam, do you love this ebuck,that you Pan the 
Gaxrden-door to ſo late? 

Lean, Pm afraid I do too well. 

Love. And did you never own an Affection to another bs 
. Lean. No; witneſs all thoſe Powers you juitnow men- 
tion'd. 

Love. Revenge yourſelves, ye Heavens. Behold in me 

our Accuſer, and your Judge. Behold, Lovewell, injur'd 
ewell,. This Darkneſs, which opportunely hides your 
Rluſhes, makes your ſhame more monſtrous. 

Lean. Ha] Lovewell! Im vex'd*tis he, but glad to be mi- 
ſtaken—— Now, Female Policy, aſſiſt me. 

Love. Yes, Madam, your Silence prociaims you 2 
—— Farewel, Woman. 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha. => 

Love. What am | made your Scorn * 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha. This happens better than J Spell 
ed. Ha, ha, ha. Mr. ovewell! 

Love. No Counter-plotting, Madam ; the Mine's ſprung 


already, and all yous Deceit covered. 
Lean. 
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Lean. Indeed, you're a fine Fellow at diſcovering De- 
ceits. I muſt confeſs, that cou'd not find whether 
Man or a Woman all this time. 2 15 TORY 

Love. What, the Page . 
Lean. No Counter- plotting. good Sir; the Mine's { . 
alr eady. Ah, Sir, I cy Mr. Roebuck is better at diſco- 
vering a Man from a Woman in the dark, than you. 

Love. This Diſcovery is. the greateſt Riddle! Prithee, 
Child. what makes thee diſguis d? But above all, what 
meant that Letter to Roebuck ? | 
| Lean. Then I find you intercepted it. Why, Sir, my 

Lady had a mind to put a Trick upon the impudent Fellow, 
made him an Aſſignation, and ſent me in her ſtead, to ban- 
ter him. But when I tell her how you fell into the Snare, 
and how jealous you were. — Ha, ha, ha. : 

Love. Oh my little dear Rogue! was that the matter? 
D Hugs her.] O' my Conſcience, thou'rt ſo ſoft, I believe 
thou rt a Woman ſtill. But who was that Man I encoun- 
ter d juſt now? e 

Lean. A Man! Twas certainly Roebuck—[ 4fide.]Some- 
of the Footmen, I ſuppoſe.—Come, Sir, I muſt conduct 
you out immediately, left ſome more of em meet you. 

Ol [ Condutts him to the Door and returns. 

He certainly was here, and I have miſs d him, 

Fortune delights with Innocence to play, | 
And loves tkoodvink thoſe already blind. 

Wary Deceit can many by- ways tread, 

To hun the Blocks in Virtues open Road, 

Whilſt heedleſs Innocence ſtill falls on Ruin; 

Vet, whilſt by Love inſpir d, Iwill purſue 

What Men by Courage, we by Love can do. 
Not even his Fal ſhood ſhall my Claim remove; ' 

From mutual Fires none can true Paſhon prove; 

For like to like, is Gratitude not Love, « 
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* C v. . 
SCENE, An Antichamber in Lucinda“ Honſe; the Flat: 

Scene half open, diſcovers a Bed- chamber; Lucinda in her 
Night- gown, and reading by a Table.. 


| Enter Roebuck groping his way: 
was © > what new happy Climate am I thrown? This. 
| Houſe is Love's Labyrinth; I have ſtumbled in- 
to it by chance. Ha! an Illution! let me look again. 
Eyes, if you play me falſe, [Looking about.] III pluck ye. 
out Tis ſhe! tis Lucinda! alone, undreis'd, in a. Bed- 
chamber, between Eleven and Twelve a-Clock. A bleſ- 


ſed Opportunity Now if her innate Principle of Vir- 


tue defend her, then is my innate Principle of Manhood not 
worth Two-pence Hold, ſhe comes forward. — 


Tuc. Unjuſt Prerogative of faithleſs Man, 
Abuſing Pow'r which partia Heaven has granted! 
In former Ages, Love and Honour ſtood. | | 
As Props and Beauties to the Female Cauſe ; . 
But now lie proſtitute to Scorn and Sport. 
Man, made our Monarch, is a Tyrant grown, 
And Woman- kind muſt bear a ſecond Fall. | 
Roeb. Aſide] Ah, and a third too, or I'm miſtaken; _<- 
I muſt divert this plaguy Romantick Humour. 
Luc. While Virtue guided Peace, and Honour War, 
Their Fruits and Spoils were Off rings made to Love. 
Rae. And 'tis ſo ſtill; far [Craiſin Sis Voice. | 
Beau with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, Kt” 
And Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. . 
Luc. Ha! Protect me Heay'ns! what art thou? 
Roeb. A Man, Madam. | 
Luc. What accurſed Spirit has driven you hither ? - 
Roeb. The Spirit of Fleſſ and Blood, Madam. | 
Luc. Sir, what Encouragement have you ever received 
to prompt y u othis Impudence ? 


oeb. Umph! I muſt not oven the Reception of a Note 


from her, [44e.] Faith, Madam, I know not Whether 


e 


a: r 1 s 5 * 2 - q 
IO REED ELD PO Na Me Ss 35, 5 5 * £ * en Sin } . 
a $5. # $3.28 o — 3 " PIP 7 £3 * a n W * ” wh, ES nt 4 9 
„ 1 N * x Ll ö R 3 3» CSS. * n 2 9 „ rl 1 
2 DE : N . . = * 5 oo * Se 9 en e 9 W 
5 1 = 9 ge aa . IR Lo —1ð⁰ vwßwwũ 
4 N * . 3 Xx c EDS ERTIES 
* G 5 * 7 0 
: _ : 0 Ta 
. * * 
. ** - _ 
A | ; 
CS py R 
% . 


Dro ces reading. 
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Tove and 4 Bottle. & 4 
to attribute it to Chance, Fortune, my good: Stars, my 4 
Fate, or my Deſtiny : But here Lam, Madam, and here 1 
will be. [ Taking her by the Hand. 
Luc. [pulling her Hand away.) If a Gentleman, my 
Commands may cauſe you to withdraw ; ifaRuffian, my 
Footman ſhalldiſpoſc of you. | 8 
Roeb. Madam, I'm a Gentleman; I know how to ob- 
lige a Lady, and how to fave her Reputation. My Love 
and Honour go link'd together; they are my Principals; 
and if you'll be my Second, we'llengage immediately. 

Luc. Standoff, Sir; the Name of Love and Honour are 

burleſq d by thy profeſſing them. Thy Love is Impudence, 
and thy Honour a Cheat. Thy Mein and Habit ſhew thee 
a Gentleman; but thy Behaviour is brutal. Thou art a 
Centaur; only one part Man, and the other Beaſt. , 
 Roeb. Philoſophy in Petticoats! No Wonder Women 
wear the Breeches; ¶Aſide.] and, Madam, you are a Demi- 
Goddeſs; only one part Woman, t' other Angel; and thus 
divided, claim my Love and Adoration. | 

Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind'; but 
thine is the Corrupter and Debaſer of it. The Paſſion of 
you Libertines, is like your Drunkenneſs ; heat of Luſt, 
as t'other is of Wine, and off with the next Sleep. 

Roeb. No, Madam; an Hair of the ſame — is my Receipt. 
Come, come, Madam, all things are laid to Reſt that 
will diſturb our Pleaſure; whole Nature favours us; the 
kind indulgent Stars that directed me hither, wink at what 
we are about. Twere jilting of Fortune to be now idle; 
and ſhe, like a true Woman, once baulk d, never affords a 
ſecond Opportunity. -Pll put out the Candle, the Torch 
of Love ſhall light us to Bed. 

Luc. To Bed, Sir. Thou haſt Impudence enough to 
draw thy Rationality in Queſtion. Whence proceeds it? 
Froma vain Thought of thy on Graces, or an Opinion 
of my Virtue; If from the latter, know that I ama 
Woman, whoſe Modeſty dare not doubt my Virtue; yet 
have ſo much Pride to ſupport it, that the dying Groans of 
thy whole Sex, at my Feet, ſhould notextort an immodeſt* 
Thought from me. 5 
Roeb. Your Thoughts may be as modeſt as you pleaſe, 
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Madam. You ſhall be as virtusus to-morrow Morning as 
dcdeera Nun in Europe; the Opinion of the World ſhall pro- 
; claim you ſuch, and that's the ſureſt Charter the moſt rigid 
Virtue in England is held by. The Night has no Eyes to ice, 
nor have I a Tongue totell: One Kiſs ſhall ſeal up my Lips 
for ever. 3 | | 
Luc. That uncharitable Cenſure of Women, argues the 
meaneſs of thy Converſation. 3 | 
Roeb. Her ſuperior Virtue awes me into Coldneſs. 
*Slife it can't be twelve ſure. —Night'sa Lyar. 
t [Draws out his Watch. 
Tuc. Sir, if you won't be gone, I muſt fetch thoſe ſhall 
conduct you hence. My Eyes are dazled ſure. _ 
Paſſing by him towards the Door, ſhe perceives the Fewel 
: ty dto the Match. | 
. Sir, let me ſee that Jewel. x 
oeb. By Heavens, ſhe has a mind to't! Oh, tis at your 
Service witha'l my Soul. 3 
Luc. Wrong not my Virtue by ſo poor a Thought | 
But anſwer directly, as you are a Gentleman, to what I now 
ſhall ask: whence had you that Jewel ? 
Roeb. Iexchanged Watches witha Gentleman, and had 
this Jewel into the Bargain. He valu'd it not, *twas a Trifle 
from a Miſtreſs. | | 
Tuc. A Trifle, {aid he. Oh Indignation I lighted 
thus! Lil put a Jewelout of his Power, that he wou'd 
pawn his Soul ta retrieve. If you be a Gentleman, Sir, 
whom Gratitude can work up to Love, or a virtuous Wife 
reclaim, Ill make you a large return for that Trifle: 
Roeb. Hey-day! a Wife, ſaid ſhe. 
2 Luc. What's your Name, Sir? and of what Country? 
=_ Roeb. My Name's Roebuck, Madam. 


Luc. Roebuck! | 

Roeb. 'Sdeath ! I forgot my Inſtructions,. Mockmode, 

Madam. Roebuc Mockmode, my Name, and Sir-name. 
Luc. Mockmode, my Squire! it can't be! But if it ſhou'd, | 
T've made the better Exchange._—Of what Family are | 

ou, Sir ? | 

l Roe. Of Mockmode-Hall in Shropſhire, Madam, My 

Father'slatelydead; Icame lately from the Univerſity — 

= h Fifteen 


eee 


1 2 and 4 1 5 | 
Fiftecen hundred Acres of as hting Ground as any 
in Ar. "Twas lucky I met 2 Bloc head to *. 
ä dae. 
Tuc. The very fame. And had you any DireRions 
to court a Lady in London? 
ERoeb. Umph! How ſhouldI "OR 3 the way hither 
elſe, Madam? What the Devil will this come to? * 


| [4 ide. 
Luc. My Fool chat I dreamt of, I find a pretty Gen e's wh | 
man. Dreams go by Oontraries Well, Sir, Tam am 
the Lady; and if your Deſigns are honourable, I'm yours; 
take a turn in the Garden till I fend for my Chaplain; 
You muſt take me immediately, for if I cool, Im loſt for 
ever d. 
Roeb. I think Tas becomea very — 
man, in earneſt; I don't ſtart at the Name of the Par- 
ſon—— Qh Fortune Fortune! what art thou doing? If 
thou and my Friend will throw me into the Arms of afins 
Lady, and great Fortune, how the Devil can I help ĩt! Oh 
but, Toons, there's Marriage! Ay, but there's Money. 
Oh but there are Children, ſquawling Children. Ay, but | 
then there are Ricketsand Small. Por, which perhaps may 
them all away. Oh but there's Horns! Horns! 
Ay, but then I ſhall go to Heavens for tis but reaſonable, 
ſince all Marriages are made in Heaven, that all Cuckolds 
ſhould go thither. But then, there's Leanrhe! that ticks. 
I love her, witneſs Heaven, I love her to that Degree. 
Pſhaw, I ſhall whine preſently. Ileve her as Well as 
Woman; and what can ſhe expect more? Ican t drag a 
Lovers Chain a hundred Miles by Land, and a hundred 
Leagues by Water. Fortune has decreed it otherwiſe. 
So lead on, blind Guide, I follow thee; and when the 
Blind leads the blind, no wonder they both fall into Matri- 
mony. {Going out, meets Leanthe.] Oh my dear au- 
{piciouslittleMercwy! let me kiſs thee. __.Gotellthy charm- 
ing Miſtreſs, I obey her Commands. Exit. 
Enter Leanthe. | 
Lean. Her Commands! Oh Heavens! I muſt follow 
him. [Go. 
Luc. Page, Page. 


Lean. 
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Tun. Oh my curs d Fortune! baullæ d again! Madam? 
Lac. Call my Cha lain; I'm tq be marr̃y d preſently. 
Loan. Marry d ſo ſuddenly! to whom, pray Madam? 
Tuc. To the Gentleman you met going hence juſt now. 
Lean. Ok Heavens! Your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, 


Tuc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeſt of? Don't be 
impertinent, Boy; call him inſtantly. : 
' Lean. Whatſhall I do? Oh, Madam, ſuſpend. it till 
the Morning, for Heav'n's fake. Mr. Lovewell's in the 
Houſe; I met him not half an Hour ago; and he will 


certainly kill the Gentleman, and perhaps harm your Lady- 


F £25 | . Wn $4 | ; SLAITET $257 5 
M- Lovewell in my Houſe! How came he hither? 
_ Lean. know not, — — I aw him, and talk d to 
him; he had his Sword drawn, and he threaten'd every 
body. Pray delay it to Night, Madam. 
Kue. No, I'm reſolvd; and I'll prevent his diſcover 
us; I'Þ — on a Suit of your Cloaths, and order Findref 
to carry her Night-Gown to the Gentleman in the Gar- 
den, and bid him meet me in the lower Arbour, in the, 
Welt Corner and fendthe Chaplainthiher infancy, , 

( : 2155 fuy 9 | LExit. 
Tea. Hold, Fortune, hold; thou haſt entirely won; 

For Lam loſt. Thus long I have been rack'd 5 

On thy tormenting Wheel, and now my Heart - ſtringsbreak. 

Diſcovering who I am, expoſes me to Shame. : 

Then what on Earth can help me? | 

„ Ente, Pindreſs. 5 
| Pin. Oh Lord, Page, what's the matter? Here's old 
=— doirgs, or rather new doings. Prithee, let you and 1 
_ -- threwinour Two-pence apiece into this Marriage-Lot- 
| tery. | 


Lean. You ll draw nothing but Blanks, Il aſſure you, 
_ from me. But ſtay, let me conſider o'th' Buſineſs. ! 
Pind. No Conſideration ; the Bus'neſs muſt be done hand 
* over-head. hy 
Lean. Well, I have one Card to play ſtil; and with you, 
Pindreſs. [ Takes her Hand. 


Find. Lou expect tho that I ſhould turn up . 
0 | can. 
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175 ne aotif Arten 3 
dreſs, tis a Match. De gone to the lower Arbour, at the 
Weſt. corner of the and Fi} — 
ate} Nou muſt not 


y owith/the Chaplain. whitper, for 
mult paſs u ds for m 
nl bop 0 Caplio ay Lag al Gene: 
Pind. ad She's Areale Cen ME. 
Les. „ Do, ve a Green · Go WR 
Wedding in the — 29x | 2 pour? 
'Y Pind. A Green-Gowni Well, all Fleſhis Grafs. 
Laa. Make haſte, my Spouſe, fly. 
Pind. And will you come? will Y yoube fare tocome? 


—O my my/lity , 1 Waters 
At ye | 
"= das court ind. | 


Then Love be thou my Guide, and ſet me oY 
2 n like Ghee, JT 5 ehen 


” SCENE Bulfinch!s s Houſe. 


Way 3 14 Servant: 
Tove. Mr. Lyrick abroad, e ag mw 
with him! | | 
Ser. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all. 
, Los I don't underſtand this — Bruſh, run to Lucinda 
gings and obſerve” what's doing there: I ſpyd ſpme 


121 155 hts glan thro the Rooms; Ell follow 
8 52 wat Brad J— Can't you inform ac which 


- 5 — Mr. . 

Thus Pray call him. 

Serv. Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Love. What, is the Fellow deaf? 

Serv. No, Sir, but he's aſlcep, and in Bed Mr. Clab; 
Mr. Club. 

Club. Aug gh—[Towning] I'm aſleep, I'm aſleep; don't 
wake me. Aug 
Serv. Here's a Vence wants ye. 
Enter Club, with his Coat unbutton d, his Garters 

gratching and . As 1 walken d from Bed. 


anty d, 
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ons Longs Hen ny 7 
Laus, Where's your Maſter, pray Sir? 15 27 
_ Club. | 
Reſt this way. | >; 
Love. Can you in ore me where your Maſter's gone? 4 


Club, My Maſter — Augh — 
[Stretching and menu: 
Tove. Yes, Sir, your Maſter. 4 


Club. My Maſter! —Augh—What a Clock is it, Sit? 


W | 1 paſt Midnight, for I have gottenmy firſt Skep. 


—— Thou rt aſleep ſtill, Nockhead. Anſwer me or 
— - Where's your Maſter ? 

Club. Augh-—I had the pleaſanteſt Dream when y 
call'd me Augh. I thought my Maſter's great black 
Stone · horſe had broke looſe among the Mares. Augh. 
And fo, Sir, you call'd me. ——Augh.— And ſo I a- 
waken'd, _. 

Love. — [Strikes him I Now your Dream's 
out, [ 

Aub. Sir! What d' ye mean, Sir ? My Maſter's 
W pol Sir; Dem me, Sir. 

Love. Tellmepreſently where your Maſter is, Sirrah, or 
Ill dhuſt the Secret out of your Jacket. 

_ Club. Oh Sir, Your Names Lovewell, Sir! 

. Love. What then, Sir? 

Club. Wh then my Maſter is here you are not, 
Sir, My 's ina fine Lady's Arms, and you are 
here, I take it. [Shrugging. 

Love. Fas he pots Whores-Bed withbim? 

Club. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore by this 
time, if your Miſtreſs Lucinda be one. Mr. Lyrick did 
his Bus'neſs, and my Maſter will do her Buſineſs, I warrant 
him, if of the right Shropſhire Breed, which I am ſure he 
is, for my Mother nurs'd him on my Milk. 


* 


Love. Two Calves ſuckl'd on the ſame Cow— Ha, ha, 


ha. Gramercy Poet; has he brought the Play to a Cata- 


frophe ſo ſoon? ArareExecutioner, to clap | himi in the Fe-. 
Club. 


male Pillory already ! es ha, ba, | 0 


— Tis a {ad- to nmel ones 


r 


4 
— 


— 


EE be Cre BEE et Es hci, 
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Ears in the Iriſh 
in. But, Sir, we 


of that? 


Club. Hold, Sir, 1 have more Intelligence. You threw 
Mr. Tyrick his Poem, in a hurry, in the Fark, and juſtled 
that-ſweer Letter out of your Pocket, Sir. This Letter 
fell into my Maſter's Hands, Sir, and diſcover'd your Sham, 
Sir, your Trick; Sir. Now, 
in the Mud as heis inthe Mire. 

Love Curs'd Misfortune And where are they gone, 
Sir? Quickly, the Truth, thixvhole Truth, Dog, or IU 
ſpit you like a Sparr Is 
Club. Ideſign to tell you, 
Maſter's intimate Friend, or fo, upon a Bribe ot a Hundred 
Funds, or ſo, has ſided withhim;razen him to Lacinaa Gar- 

den in your ſtead, and there's a Parſon, and all, hnd ſo forth - 


Love. Twas he | encounter'd in the Garden. Sdeatk 
trick d by the Poet; I'll cut off one of his Limbs, III 
make a Synalcepha of him; PII. 
Club. He, he, he! Two Calves fuck'd on the fame 


Cow !..He, he! 
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Club. Ay, Sir; and a 
ars for; I warrant, you 
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is. Mr. L 


Now, Sir, I hope the Poet has brought the Play to a very 
good Cata—Cata— what d' ye ca l him, Sir0 


Love. Nay, then · I begin with you. 


Club. Zauns! Murder! Demme! Zauns! Murder! 
[Run off. and Lovewell after him: 
SCENE changes to the Anti- chamber in Lucinda's Houſe ; 
a Hat and a Sword on the Table. 


, ” 
Zauns ' £ 
* 


Enter Bruſh. 


Buſh, I have been peeping and crouching about _ 
— 2 : \ 


Both: 7 


Pillory that you'wou'd give your 
think my Maſter's ont ek and 
Ire you wou'd have drown'd hint 
ve eee the Bottom on't. 
Love. He may paisover the Quagmire, Sirrah; for there 
were ſtepping Stones laid — 5 
Club. He has got over dry-ſhod, Il aſſure you. Pray 3 
Sir, did not youreceivea Note from Lucinda, the true Bu- 4 
cinds, to meet her at Ten in her Garden, to-Night? ; 
Whydon'tyou laugh now? Ha, ha, ha. 


Love. 'Sdeath, Raſcal, what Inteiligenee coud you have 


Sir, Þthink you are as deep 


rick, Sir, being my 
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OI Tse a a Bottles 


Cata mouſſng. Ha IimellaRatis a Sword anda Rath 
There are certainly a pair of Breeches apertaining twtho(s, 
e bolay's up in my nn who.knows 2 


LAiſtem. 
1 Enter Love well ins 
N What, Sir ? What are you g; Im uind 
tric 
Braſh. believe ſo tao, Sir. See here ſu 11 , 
[Shews the Hat and Sword. 
Love. By all my Hopes, Roebuck's Hat and | $word. 
This is Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the Garden, 
Sirrah; and if you find any Body, ſecure em; I'II ſearch 
the Houſe. Fm ruin d— Wr Rocbuck? What boa? 
Roebucłk ? hoa? 
Enter Roebuck unbutton d; * runs to Lovewell and embrace 
im. 
RKoeb. Dear, dear Lovewell, wiſh me Joy wilhme Joy, 
my Friend. 
Tove. Of what, Sir? 
Koe. Of the deareſt, tender ſt, — fofreft Bride; 
thateverbleſt Man's Arms. I'm all Air, all. a Cupid, all 
Wings, and muſt fly agam - her Embraces, Detain me 
got my Friend. 
- ous: Hold, Sir; iu. pe yournock me! tho that tl 
Roe. Mock yon! By Heav'ns, no! She's more than 
Senſe 009129 ee Fe Shou'd 
Heaven — 
Zove. Hold Sir, no more 
Roeb. Im on the Rack of Ploatuteand ä 
When her ſaft melting. white, and yielding Waſte, 


— my preſſing Arms was folded faſt, 100 
Lips were me — _- Heat of Love, 

Abe Kiſſes, N u 

Whine rok weenteb' d each other's Sauls. 


Love. Come, come, * no more of this Extra- 
vage By Hevn Wear you ſhatt marry her. 

Roeb. By Heav'nT fwear fo too; for Pm marry d already. 
le Then thou rta Vilhin. 44 
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ert. A Villain,” Man! Pſhaw, that's Nor.ſenſe. A 
Fellow can no ſootier get marry'd, than you imagine. 


Fool, a Blockhead, or an Af, the Aurhority of Cuſtom: 

2 for God's fake ? ne Lain 
e. not you engage to meet, and fight a 

for me in-Moorfield;? ; S 

; Roeb. Did not you promiſe to engage a Lady for me at 

the Fountain, Sir? . i 

Lowe. This Lucinda is my Miſtreſs, Sir. 

Neeb. This Lucinda, Sir, is my Wife. 

Love, Then this docides the matter Draw. 
I | Throws Raebuck his Sword and dra ws his own-- 
|  Roeb. Prithee be-quier, Man, I've other Buſineſ> to- 
mind on my Wedding-night. 1 muſt in tomy Bride. 


Going. 
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ws Hold, Sir; move a ſtep, and by Heavens I'll ſlab - 


 Rveb. Put up, put up; Pſhaw, Ian't prepar'd to die; I. 
nt, — of 36: — 
Love. Do you dally with me, Sir? 9 
Roeb. Why you won tbe ſo unconſcionable as to kill a Man 
ſo ſuddenly; I han't made my Will yet, Perhaps I may 
leave youa Legacy. N | | 

Cove. Pardon me, Heavens, if preſs'dby ſtinging Taunts; . 
my Paſſion urge my Arm to act what's foul. 

18 [ Offers to peſh at him 

Reb. Hold. [Taking up his Sword:) "Tis ſafeſt · making 
Peace, thy ſay with Sword in Hand-- - IU tell thee what 
Ned; I would not loſe this Night's Pleaſure for the Honour: 
of fighting and yanquiſhing the ſeven Champions of Chri-. 
ſtendam. Permit me then but this Night to return to the 
Arms of my dear Bride, and faith and troth Vil take a faw- 
Thruſt with'yeu to-morrow Morning. | 

Love. What! beg a poor Repricve for Life Tlien: 
thou art a Coward. . - 3 

Roeb. You imagined the contrary, when you employed. 
me to fight for you in Moorfields. 1 

Love. Will nothing move. thy Gall? Thou'rt baſe, 
ungrate ful. 1 5 


G 3* Roeb. 
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3 2 7 „ AV 
2 and t En cached it, which makes 
thee more ungrateful. 

Roeb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance Paſſion; but 
throw in the leaſt Grain more of an Affront, n. Heaven. 
you turn the Scale. Mei 

Love. | Pauſing.] No, I've thought betters. thyReaſon 
clears: She's not. worth my Sword a Bally. only ſhould: 
draw in hex Detcnce, forſhe s falſe, à Proſtititute. 

Fo [Ha up his Sword. 

Roeb. A Proſtitute! by Heaven thou lyſt, Braws. 
| —— Thou haſt blaſphemed. Her Virtue auſwera the uncor- 

rupted State of Woman; ſo much above Modeſty, that it 
mocks Temptation, She has convinc d me af. the bright 
Honour of her Sex, and l land 3 now for the fair 
Female Cauſe. Fs 

Love. Then I have loſt what nought on Farth can pay. 
Curſe on all Doubts, all Jealouſies, that deſtroy; our pre- 
{eat Happineſs, by miſtruſting the future. Thus Misbe.ic- 
vers making their Heaven uncertain, find a certain Hell 
And is ow ns ſound the bold tern which 

| proclaim me guilty. ; 
l By Heavens, as yirtuqus as thy Siſter. | 0 14 
Love. My Siſter! Ha! fear, Sir, your 1 A 
with Lucinda has wrong'd my Siſter's for her you courted, 
and I heard ſhe lov d you. 

Roeb. 1 courted her, 'tis true,. and lov'd her alſo; nay, 
my Love to her riva'd my Friendſhip taw'rds-—.and had 
my Fate allow d me time fer Thought, her dear Remem- 
brance might have ſtop d the Marriage. But ſince tis paſt, 
IL muſt own to you, to her, and all the World, that I caſt off 
all former Paſſion, and ſtall henceforth confine my Love to 
the dear Circle of her charming Arms from which 1 _ 

now parted. 
Enter Leathe in Woman ';looſe Ap parel. | 

Lean. Itake you at your. Wond. Abele are the Arms 
that held you. 
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Ah Gods and Happineſs ! Lanze 
Love. My Silter?: a {any it cannotbe- 
Roeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it maſhibe For 

none ↄn Earthcould give ſuch Joys but fle- Who would: 
have thought m 1 Joys cou d bear Increaſe? Lovewell; my 

Friend 4 Dare Siſter ! ' Tis Leauthet My Miſtreſs. * 

Bride, my Wife. 1 

Lean, lam our Siſter, dir,anlach k you. to pardon 

the Effect of of IK Paſſion, which has . 
imprudent Actions: But none ſuch as may bot the Honour 

ol my Vimue, or Family. To hold you no longer in ſuſ- 

Pence, tvras Lbrought the Letter from Leanehs; 'rwas I 

manag d the Intrigue with e inda; I feat the Yarn to 

Mr. Roebuck this Afternoon: and 

Roeb. That was the Bride of happy me. 

Tove. Thou art my Sadr and un dia- Angel. — * 

laſt bleis d thy ſelf, and bleſs thy Brother. Lacinds ** 

Late, and may be mine. 

Roch: May 0-She ſbal be thine, my Friend. 

3 ve. Where is Lucinda? i 
Euter Mockmode. 

"Mock. Not far off; tho . dem pen by the ba- 


Lane W give melexve not to believe) you, Sir. 7+ 
Mock. Oh, Madam I crave you ten thouſand-Pardons, 
— Madam, Zauns, Madam, Dem me, Ma- 
dam. Lin n n [Offers to ſalure her aukwardy. 

— your leave, Sir — [ bruſis him back. 

'Roeb. Ah; ; Coulin Mockmode!—How Coal qur Friends 
in Shropſhire? 

Mock. — Gentlemen, l thank you all for your Trick, 
your Sham. Lou imagine I have I. your Whore, Cou- 
fin, your Crack. But Gentlemen, by the Aſſiſtance of a 
Poet, your Sheely,is metamorphos d Locks real Lucinda; 
which your. Werden. Bring in the Jury there 
Guilty or not Guilty? 

Ent er Lyrick and. Trudge. 

Trad. Oh my dear Roebuck! ¶ Trudge ſeeing Roebuck, 

— her — — to him, takes him about the Neck 


and 
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and Hſſes him. Aab ;dea ? 
have you an]. dF wy 1575 And where 


Mock. Zaans! - 
i 2 Held off, ſtale 1e 
i Dad. Indeedl von- eee * mis d 


to marry me ſo you did. Ah Sir, Neddy's a brave y. God 


bleſs him; ;he'sx whole Armful; Lord knows,[ hada heavy 


Let. .Guiley er not Guilty, Me. Mockmode? 
Mgck Tis Nat; ; Iam condemn d.; lim m hang d in 
5 Marriage Nooſe. Hark ye, Madam, was this 
che Pocctor that let you Blood under W che 


3 Ves, that it was, Sir. 


Mock. Then he may do ſo Wan if 


ever 1 breath a Vein for ye. Lyrick, is this your Poet 
cal Friendſhip? 


Tyr. Thad only a mind to convince youet your Squire- 
ſhi 
. Now, Siſter, my Fears are over But where 's Ln | 


cinda? How is the diſpos d of > 
Lean. TheFear ſhe lay under of being diſcover d by youx 


e me an nity of impoſing Pindreſi upon 2 
Read 3 evtiven he expeRted to wear one of 
iie to make the Cheat 


Pinareſss Night*Gowns as a * 
is'd her ſelf in my Cloaths, which 


more current, ent, ſhe dif 
bas made her paſs on her Maid for me; ah I by that -Op- 


portunity putting on a Suit of her's, paſt upon this Gentle- 

man for Lucinda: My next Buſineſs is to find her out and to 

beg her Pardon, endeavour her Reconcilement to you, 
which the Diſcovery of the Miſtakes between both will 


” ll effect. Exit. 
Koeb. Well, Sir, To Lyrick.] how-was your Plot car- 


ried on? 


Lyr. Why this 'Squire will you give me leave to call you 
ſonow ?) this Squire had a mind to per ſonate Lovewell, to 
catch Lucinda. So I made Trudge to per ſonate Lu- 
cinda, and ſnap him in this very Garden Now, Sir, yaull 


give meleave to write your Epithalamium ?. - ROY 
1 | : CK. 
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_ Mock. My Epithalamwinm! my Epe, Screechh- Oval; 
ber m buried alive. But I —— nn 


Puund Lgave you for r 
Lyr. No; but for five hundred more 8 
2 hard Times, and Men of Induſtry muſt make 


Mock. Here + the Money, by the Univerſe, Sity «Bil of 
ſve hundred Poumd Sterling upon Mr. Dito thæ Mercer in 
Cbeapſide. Bring me a Reprieve and tis xo8es. 

Lyr. Lay it in that Gentleman s Hands, 

. [ Gives Rocbuck the BAL 
The Lxecutioner mall cut the Rope. 
* uy Door, and brings in Bulfinch dreſi d bis 
a Parſon 
Here's Revelation for youl— | Pulls oem the Gown. 

Mock. Oh thou damm d Whore of. Babylon! 

3 What 8 Foan ren H 1 wee per 

„. Of the Pogt's Ordination. 

Hr. Ay, ay, before the time of nne Poets 
were Prieſts. 

_ No wonder then that all the World were Hea- 


Lyr. How d'yo like the Plot? wou d it not do wellfor 

a Play My Money, 8 - [ToRoebuck. 

Roeb. No Sir; it N this Gentlewoman..—-{Givks 
it Trudge.) You have divore d her, and muſt give her ſe- 
parate Maintenance. There's another turn of Plot you 
were not aware of, Mr. 1 yrick. 

Enter Lucinda, Leanthe and Pindreſs. 

Luc. You have told me Wonders. 

Lean. Here are theſe can ar the Truth. This Gen- 
tleman is the real Mr. Moc * much ſuch another 
Perſon as your De 


Roeb. I hope —— buff. fathn my diſſembling, 


ſinee only che Hopes of ſo . Purchase cou'd cauſe it. 


Luc. Let my wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs in 
your Bride, teſtify my Reconciliation; and at the Requeſt 
of your Siſter, Mr. Lovewell, E pardon your paſt Jealouſies. 


— me, Mr, Levewell, with an Iriſh Enter- 
| tainment 
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my — been, andthe. 


Love. Call'eminthen. , 

[An Triſh Entertainment of rer M an and three Women 

dreſs d after the Fingallian Faſhion. / 

Luc. I muſt. reward your Siſter, Mr. Lovewell, for the 
many Servicesdone meas my Page. I therefore ſettle my 
Fortune and my ſelf on you, on this Condition, That you 
make over your Eſtate in Ireland to your Siſter and that 
Gentleman. 

| Dove. Fis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, That | 
you forſake your Extravagancies. 

Roeb. Brother, you know I always lighted Gold, 
But moſt when o 2 as a ſordid Bribe. 

Eſcorn to bebrib'd even to Virtue, 
But for bright Virtue's lake, I here embrace it. 


[Embracing — 
have eſpous d all Goodneſs with Leanthe,, 
And am divor re d from all my former Follies.. * 


Woman's our Fate. Wild andunlewful Flames, 
Debauclſ us firſt, and fofter Love reclams. 
Thus Paradiſe was loſt by Woman's Fall, 


But virtuous Woman thus it all. e 
| _—_ CE: 
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Wines and (ot 65 my i 2 — 


Come not Gans your  Poer's Fare AY 3 

He ani his Play may both be damm d for me: 
No, Royal Theatre, I come to Mourn for Thee. | 
And muſt theſe Structures then untimely fall, 5 
Whilſt th* other Houſe flands, and gets the Devil andall N. 750 
Muſt ſtill kind Fortune through all Weathers ffeer mm 
And Beauties bloom there ſpight of Edax Rerum. ; 
Vivitur Ingenio, that dm d Motto there, : 


Tee upat it; 
Seduc'd me firſtto Sits wicked Player. pak | n J 
Hard Times indeed; Oh Tempora! ob Mores! 1 
Ion that Stage muſt down, where not ove Whoress. © i 


But canyou have the Hearts the}, ——(Proy now % 
After all 3 to let us break? 2 


You cannot do t, unleſs the Devil's in ye, 


What Arts, what Merit, ha'n't we us'dto win mY 9 

Firſt, to divert ye with ſome new French Strom 

We brought ye 4 s, BarbaColars. | 
— late Singers; 


When their Male-Throats nolonger drewyour Money; 

We got ye on Eunuch's Pipe, Seignior Rampony. 

That beardl.ſi Song ſter we cou d ne er make much on; 

The Females found a dann'd Blotch in his Scutcheon. 

An Italian now we ve got of mighty Fame, 

Don Sigiſmondo Fidel. There i Maſick in his Name; 

His Voice is like the Muſick of the Spheres, Poo 

k ſhou d be Heavenly for the Price it bears, [201.4 2 
| 4 


Fe ae IN f oy ya ; 
A left our white Faces always mayn't delight ye; 
ve pickt u 1 be 


? 
4 9 the Men of Mode reine, 
So aur S ero's did their Four deſign £ 


"To mend their Manners: and coarſe En Table Fee Fe 
They went ro Ireland. fo improve their By 


„ for allthis, we ſtill are at ale 
Collier { ie! how 


, to return ou 5 ** en > 
+ Cupid's call, has made a Trip WITH: mV 

Lowe's Fire-Arms ag [ance not worth 1 % * 

Me ve lei theanh Touch-bole aur Houle, 1 15. N. , P 


Loſs i" that Poel cave wk fag B 


2 Apghience mu 0. nes undo. 
n En ecres a, e — IA 
Reſiſt the Vows gf, Ix '7 -- HY OASOINTL Sd: + | 


PH the 2 Fa Ir, toc] 
4b pre for a ing- Sc ool. "0 
ethwh.the Maids won be in Afmeer r 


en they are under Jo. Haynes aue Triton * at) a 
They ll have no Occaſion then, I'm ſure to pl, 1 — 
UF 4). 88 
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